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OUR WHITE VIOLET, 



CHAPTER I. 



OUR WHITE VIOLET. 




. / 



UR White Violet was one of the dearest of 
little girls. She was loved by every one 
around her. 

She was not pretty ; some little chil- 
dren seem to think that that has a great 
deal to do with being loved. But no, our 
White Violet was not a pretty child ; she was very 
pale, and had a plain face, which was grave, and 
almost sad-looking, except when it was lighted up 
by her sweet smile. 

She was not clever either ; some little children 
think a great deal of that too, of being forward in 
their lessons, and being quick to answer, and of say- 
ing sharp, funny things. Violet had none of this ; 
she was rather backward for her age, quiet and 
I 
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shy, — I daresay some of you clever young folks might 
even have called her stupid. But she wasn't that. 
She was not full of life and spirits either, as most 
children are ; she did not run and spring, and scream 
out with joy and laughter at new sights, or chase 
butterflies, or roll in the hay, or join in her brothers' 
and sisters' games of fun. Violet could do none of 
these things. She was deformed. 

Poor Edmund ! he will never forget the day when, 
in the kindness pi his kind heart, he caught up his 
little pet sister, his bright bonny-faced Violet, in the 
hall, where she stood crying because she could not 
get down the stone steps to the others, who were 
playing on the terrace. Nurse was getting out the 
perambulator for her, the darling ; for the two-year- 
old Violet could not go far yet on her ten little toes. 
Edmund saw her in her distress, pointing to the merry 
ones at play below, and crying, *Me too! Me too!' 
She stretched out her arms to him when she saw him. 

'Come along. Baby Bud!' he cried, and snatched 
her up, calling out to nurse, as he ran off, * I '11 look 
after her!' But as he uttered the word he missed 
the first step, and fell ; Violet springing out of his 
arms to the very bottom of the flight of steps, where 
she lay on her back, quite still, while Edmund's 
scream brought nurse and all the children to the spot 
instantly. Edmund's bleeding face, bruised and cut, 
frightened the children more at the first moment 
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than that of the pale silent babe ; but when they saw 
that she lay in nurse's arms without moving ,or 
opening her eyes, a dreadful fear fell upon them, as 
they stood round the step on which nurse sat, almost 
holding their breath, and not daring to speak. 

At last Alice whispered to Jessie — * Is she dead?* 

All heard the question, but no one answered. 
Nurse's tears began to fall. * My lamb ! my pretty one ! ' 
she cried. * Speak, my darling ! Look at your nursey ! 
Oh my dear little life, what shall I do for you V 

' How dreadful !' exclaimed Mildred. * I can't 
bear it! Oh our sweet Baby Bud!' for so they 
always called the little Violet. 

'What will mamma say when she comes home.?' 
said Mary. 

* Oh, our sweet Baby Bud !' cried the little sisters 
together, in a concert of weeping. 

'Edmund, you naughty boy, you've killed her!' 
exclaimed Jessie. 

* Hush, hush!' said nurse, looking up for the first 
time at Edmund, who lay sobbing violently on the 
stone landing at the top of the steps, where he had 
crawled after his fall. 

* Make yourselves of use, dears I Miss Mary, go 
and call Ellen ; tell her to bring some warm water 
and bathe poor Master Edmund's face. And you, 
Miss Milly dear, run and tell William to fetch Mr, 
Cowan to this poor darling, and not to lose a moment 
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— say there's been an accident. Oh, my dear baby ! 
Poor mistress !' And nurse's tears fell fast again, 
as she looked at the little still form on her lap, so 
changed in a few minutes, from a bright, rosy, laugh- 
ing child, to the likeness of death. 

Off sped the twins, Mary and Mildred, on their 
errands. 

' What can / do .^' asked Jessie, in a vexed tone. 

' Fetch Susan here to me, dear,' said nurse kindly. 

Meanwhile little Alice had crept up the terrace 
steps, and notwithstanding her horror at the sight of 
the blood, had knelt down by her brother, as he lay 
with his face hidden in his hands, and put her small 
arm tenderly round his neck, laying her head by his. 

* Don't cry, dear Eddy,' she said coaxingly ; ' don't 
cry, darling.' 

Edmund's only answer was his sobs. 

* Here's vay handsckif ior you,' said Alice ; 'so wipe 
your poor face, Eddy dear — please don't cry!' and 
she patted and loved him, while her own little tender 
tears dropped over him. 

'Here's Ellen come to bathe your face — I'm so 
glad ! Oh the poor blood ! Don't hurt him, Ellen, 
will you V 

Kate, the cook, came behind Ellen to see if she 
could do anything. They bathed Edmund's cuts 
and bruises, and helped him indoors to lie on his bed, 
for he had injured his arm in trying to save Violet 
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as she fell, and it gave him great pain. Alice crept 
up with them, and sat on the bed by Edmund, trying 
in her dear little way to pet and comfort him, until, 
wearied out with crying^ he fell into a sound sleep, 
from which he was only awakened by the doctor, who 
stood over him with a troubled face. Alice was still 
keeping watch by her brother. 

' Where are you hurt, my boy Y asked Mr. Cowan. 

Edmund could only think of one thing. He 
hardly dared ask, * How is she V 

* Alive, but badly hurt, I fear,' was the answer. 
Edmund burst into tears. 

* I was afraid she was dead,' he said. * I would 
have suffered anything to save her!* 

* I know you would,* said the doctor kindly. * Poor 
boy! you could not help it. Don't fret any more 
about it.* 

' Where is she hurt ?' asked Edmund. 

* Her spine,' replied the doctor gravely. 

'Oh my poor poor Baby Bud !' sobbed Edmund, 
and buried his face in the pillow. He knew what 
that meant. 

* Has mamma come home .?' he asked presently. 

* Yes, she is with your little sister.' 

' Let me go to her,' said Edmund, trying to rise. 
'Ah, how my shoulder hurts !' 

Alice had slipped away to go to look at Baby Bud. 
The doctor said — 
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* Come, let us see your shoulder/ He found that 
it was badly sprained. 'You must stay where you 
are for to-day,' he said, and he helped Edmund to 
bed, talking kindly to him the while. 

The day passed sadly for the poor boy. His little 
comforter Alice came back to her post after her visit 
to the nursery. 

' Poor Baby Bud is on a pillow on mamma's lap,' 
she said. ' And she makes such a sad little cry, the 
darling ! She won't go from mamma for a minute.' 

* Is mamma very unhappy ?* asked Edmund. 

* She cries a great deal, and looks very white,' said 
Alice. 

* Oh dear,' moaned Edmund ; * I wish she could 
come to me.' 

'I daresay she will soon,' said Alice, 'when Baby 
Bud's asleep, perhaps. Shall I tell you a story, 
Eddy dear.?' 

'Yes, do,' said Edmund, glad of anything to divert 
his mind ; and though it was only the rambling 
invention of a child of five years old, Alice's funny 
make-up of bogies and fairies and naughty little 
•girls and boys, made him for a time forget his grief, 
and even once break out into a hearty laugh. ' Yours 
is rare nonsense,' he said. 




CHAPTER II. 



EDMUND. 




HEN Edmund next saw his darling 
Baby Bud, some days after her fall, he 
was quite shocked. All the rosy colour 
was gone from her dear little face, 
which was white as a lily. Her large 
blue eyes had lost their bright glance, and 
looked sad and full of pain. She lay now always on 
a soft down pillow, for she could not bear to be 
moved, her back hurt her so. She moaned constantly, 
in a way that it was pitiful to hear, and made poor 
Edmund's heart ache. His tears dropped silently 
as he saw her stretch out her little white hands 
to him, and try to smile when he came in. 

'How glad she is to see you !* said Alice, who had 
brought Edmund to her bedside. *Baby Bud! it's 
your own Eddy, dear. How she looks at your poor 
arm in its sling ! She can't make it out at all ! Isn't 
she pale ? She shall be called our little White Violet ! 
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She wants you to take her. Ah ! she mustn't be 
touched. Poor Baby Pud !' 

Edmund could hardly bear it. He stooped over 
her and kissed her, and was turning away, when he 
heard a little feeble voice — 'Eddy!' 

It brought him back to her side in a moment. And 
from that time, in his play-hours, he was hardly ever 
to be got out of his mother's room, where the precious 
little one lay night and day, in a small bed close to 
her mother's. He would sit by her, singing nursery 
rhymes, and showing her pictures, thinking himself 
well rewarded with one little laugh or smile now and 
then. His first thought in the morning was Baby 
Bud, and she always looked for Eddy after breakfast, 
with the pretty flowers which he daily brought for her 
from the garden. At night she could not go to 
sleep without Eddy to sing to her and soothe her. It 
was * Eddy!' ' Eddy I' all day long from the small weak 
voice, and when he was by her, the poor little White 
Violet seemed most to forget her pain. 

It was a great comfort to him, who had so un- 
wittingly been the cause of her sufferings. He never 
seemed able to forget that^ and his whole heart 
poured itself out in one great love for the poor little 
maimed life. After a time she was taken out to lie 
in the garden on a sofa, and it was always Eddy who 
was to carry her thete. He it was who found the 
fir-cones and horse-chestnuts for her to play with. 
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and brought her the first wild strawberries and black- 
berries. His pocket-money was always now saved 
up to buy something new for Baby Bud, and the one 
thought of his life seemed to be how he should make 
hers happy. 

For many months poor Baby Bud lay on her back 
in pain. It was a weary life for a young child, and 
some little people that I know would have been very 
fretful and complaining about it. But from the first 
our sweet White Violet, infant though she was, took 
up her cross meekly. It was lovely to see her 
patience and gentleness, which grew with her growth. 
It was even surprising in such a tiny child. But 
there was One who helped her, no doubt — He who 
took the little children in His arms once, who feels 
for every pain and trouble of the least of His little 
ones. And when Violet was old enough to under- 
stand this, and to be told about that kind, good, unseen 
Father of hers, she was glad to bear what He had 
laid upon her. 

There was nothing she liked so much as to be read 
to, and to be told stories. How Edmund racked his 
brain to think of something new and funny to amuse 
Baby Bud ! Mamma said he was a walking story-box. 
Baby Bud liked best of all the winter evenings, when 
. her little couch was drawn by the fire in the school- 
room, while papa and mamma were at dinner. Then 
Mary and Mildred, and Punny and Ferky, and Jessie, 
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and Alice on Edmund's knee, sat round the fire on 
low stools, close to dear Baby Bud, and listened to 
Edmund's wonderful ' make-ups,' as they called them. 
It was so nice and cosy, and Edmund did invent such 
funny things! I can't help thinking that this long 
practice of making-up stories for Baby Bud's enjoy- 
ment helped him to become the famous writer that 
he is now. Punny and Perky were the two little 
brothers between Baby Bud and Alice. Their real 
names were Bernard and Percival. They were the 
most mischievous sprites, and great disturbers of the 
peace at story-telling time, as they could not sit still 
for two minutes without pinching and twitching and 
sparring with each other, and were continually 
tumbling off their stools, or upsetting the fire-irons, 
just at the most interesting parts of the story, so 
that sometimes there was a general outcry from the 
little girls — 

'Punny and Perky, you horrid boys! It's too 
bad ! Do put them out, Edmund !' 

And then Edmund would look very fierce, and 
make a sudden pounce upon the offenders, and 
threaten to lock them out, on which Punny and 
Perky, with comical faces, would cry — 

'We won't do it any more!' — adding privately, 
'till next time!' 

Punny and Perky and Alice belonged properly 
to the nursery, but they were allowed to come into 
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the schoolroom, after the schoolroom tea was over, 
to see Baby Bud, who was always carried there at 
tea-time, from mamma's sitting-room, where she spent 
most of the day, as she was getting stronger. She 
did get stronger when she was about five years old, 
but she had still to lie down for many hours a day ; 
and sad to say, in spite of all the care that was taken, 
her little back was bowed out from the effects of her 
fall, and a hump began to grow there. 

' How dreadful !' I fancy I hear some little girl 
say ; ' wasn't she very miserable ?' 

But the dear little patient Violet only said meekly, 
'God lets it come!* 




CHAPTER III. 



BABY bud's birth-day. 



L HE sun shone brightly on a lovely morning 
in June. The lawn looked so green and 
fresh, all covered with sparkling dew- 
drops. The morning glory, twining in 
and out of the rustic trellis-work of the 
;r-house, had just opened its beautiful 
many- coloured cups. 

But what are all the children so busy about in the 
summer-house at this time in the morning .' They 
have not had breakfast yet. And why are they 
making those long wreaths of flowers, and ranging 
them all round the inside ? And what are all those 
parcels, large and small, done up so neatly, which are 
piled on the rough table in the middle > There is 
some wonderful secret going on, surely I 

'Here's the pen and ink, Edmund,' cried Mary, 
scampering in. ' I was so afraid Ellen wouldn't let 
me take it, — O dear!' in a voice of horror, 'I've 
inked my frock ! What will nurse say ?' 
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' Bother nurse ! * shouted Punny, as he rode up and 
down the path on a stick. 'Who cares! Just like a 
girl, to be afraid of nurse !* 

* Master Punny, I want you,' said a solemn voice 
behind him. * You please to come with me, sir.' 

Punny's bravery was all gone in a moment : — 

' No, nursey dear ! I won't say it again, indeed ! I 
didn't know you could hear me ! Please to forgive 
me ! it 's Baby Bud's birthday.' 

' If it wasn't Baby Bud's birthday I should punish 
you, sir, for speaking in that way. She would never 
say such rude words.' 

'But she's 2. girl r persisted Punny. 

'Oh then, you're not sorry, I see.^' said nurse, 
coming nearer to Punny. 

' Oh yes, I am, I am, I am !' cried Punny ; ' I beg 
your very humble pardon !' and he went down on his 
knees and put up his two hands, and made such a 
pitiful face for a moment, and the next was laughing, 
perched up on the roof of the summer-house, like a 
little monkey as he was. 

' It 's lucky you 're safe up there, sir,' said nurse. 
' Master Edmund, will you please to put this little 
present with the others, for Miss Violet ? ' 

' O nurse, what is it, what is it V cried the little girls. 

' A hood and cloak for her new doll,' said nurse, 
who of course had to take it out of its paper and 
display it to the admiring eyes of the sisters. 
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* Now, Edmund, write on mine, please,' said Mildred. 

* And mine ! ' 

* And mine ! ' 

' Mine first ! ' cried Jessie. 

* Don't be selfish,* said Edmund. 

' I shall do them by ages. Twins, where are yours } 
Alike, of course ! * 

' Of course,* said Mary. 

* A pair of doll's shoes, and a pair of doll's socks,' 
said Mildred, 'and we each give a shoe and a 
sock.' 

There was a general laugh. 

It was a great joke against the twins, that they did 
everything in twitiy as they called it. When they 
were very small dots, they were found one day by 
their mamma both together in the corner, crying. 

* How is this } both in disgrace V asked mamma. 

* Only Miss Milly, ma'am,' said nurse. 'I 'm sure 
I don't know why Miss Mary 's put herself there.' 

' What Milly doos, I doos T said Mary indignantly. 

It was to be hoped that Milly would always do the 
right thing, in future. 

' What a time Hobden is, bringing out the sofa ! ' 
cried Jessie in a fretful voice. 'The bell will ring in a 
minute, I know, and it won't be all ready. What a 
plague he is ! ' 

' Mamma said you weren't to say that word, Whiney- 
Piney ! ' said Ferky unwisely. 
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' How dare you call me Whiney-Piney, sir ?' cried 
Jessie. ' I '11 slap you if you don't take care.* 

* Will you } then I shall call you a hundred thousand 
million billion Whiney-Pineys ! So there/ exclaimed 
the dauntless Ferky, at the same time taking to his 
heels, for he knew very well what was coming. 

' Cut away, Ferky !' cried Punny from his perch. 

If it had not been for the little glass basket in her 
hand, her present for Baby Bud, Jessie would have 
set off after her tormentor. As it was, she only 
stamped. 

* How you children do fight !' said Edmund. ' Can't 
you keep the peace for five minutes } I *11 tell you 
what it is now, and I mean it too — though it is 
Baby Bud's birthday, if there 's any more sparring I '11 
not let the squabblers come to the story that I 'm going 
to tell this evening, after tea,an the summer-house!' 

This dreadful threat had the desired effect, and 
Edmund went on directing all the little gifts for 
Violet without any more disturbance. 

'Here comes the sofa at last!' cried Alice, as 
Hobden appeared in the pathway, with Violet's little 
couch on his shoulder. 

' Here in this corner, please, Hobden,' said Edmund. 
' Twins, will you fetch the cushions ?' 

' Miss Jessie, will you please to come around here V 
said Hobden, after he had duly admired all the 
decorations of the summer-house. ' I 've got a little 
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fuchsia that I Ve been raring for Miss Violet, and I 
hope she '11 please to accept it. She 's a sweet little 
angel, she is, and the ways of the Lord are unsearch- 
able — that they are, poor lamb!* said the old man, 
going on talking to himself, while he poked up the 
earth in the pot with the little flat bit of wood, on 
which was written the name of the fuchsia, ' Queen 
of Beauty.' 

' It is a queen of beauty indeed !' said Jessie, as 
she admired the clusters of large white blossoms with 
their bright crimson centres. 

'Take care of it, my dear,' said Hobden, putting 
it into Jessie's arms. * I 'm bringing up one for your 
birthday, again that comes round/ 

*0h, thank you, Hobden!' Jessie felt sorry that 
she had called him a ' plague ' now. ' He isn't at 
all a plague,' she said to herself ; * he 's a very nice 
old man.' 

' Oh, this is grand !' said Edmund. ' We 'U put the 
fuchsia in the middle of the table, and the other 
things round it. Make haste, there 's the bell !' 

The twins came flying with the cushions at this 
moment, and then all had to hurry in to breakfast 
amid a chorus of happy voices. 

* How nice it looks, Edmund ! ' 
'Won't she be surprised !' 

* Mamma says we may pick whatever fruit we like 
for our feast!' 
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*And we are to have a whole holiday, and do 
exactly what we like !' 

Baby Bud did not get up to breakfast. Nurse 
always dressed her directly after, and then she was 
generally carried down to her mamma's sitting-room, 
or, if it was fine, into the garden. This was Edmund's 
business. 

* Where are you taking me V she said this morning, 
as instead of going to her usual place under the shade 
of the tulip tree, Edmund carried her to the end of 
the garden. 'And where are all the others? I 
haven't seen them yet' 

'Ah!* said Edmund, 'we shall see in a minute.' 

' Oh, how lovely, how lovely !' was Violet's delighted 
cry, as he laid her on the sofa in the summer-house. 
There were wreaths of flowers all round, and a great 
V made of red and white roses, put up in front of her 
couch. The children were all clustered round her in 
a minute, kissing and hugging her, and crying, ' Look 
at your presents ! look at your heaps of presents !' 

' First let papa have his birthday kiss, for he has 
to be off,' said papa, who had to go to town every 
day early. ' Here is something for his Baby Bud !' 
and he placed a beautiful work-box on her lap, lined 
with blue, and fitted up with everything — coloured 
silks, and cardboard for markers, and materials for all 
kinds of pretty work. For our Violet was very clever 
with her tiny Angers, and could knit, and sew, and 
2 
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make patchwork, and all sorts of little affairs ; and 
she had already hemmed a handkerchief for papa, 
which no doubt put the thought of this lovely work- 
box into his head. 

'O thank you, darling papa!' cried Violet. 'It's 
too beautiful !' 

'One more kiss, and I must go, my Bud,' said 
papa. 

' Mamma's present comes next, please !' said 
mamma, who had been standing in the entrance, 
with something in her hand which was covered with 
a white handkerchief. 

' A baby doll ! O mamma ! mamma !' cried Violet, 
uncovering the pretty little head of flaxen hair. • A 
robe like a real baby ! What a sweet I Blue sash, and 
ties for the sleeves I My pretty baby ! Thank you, 
dear mamma, this is Baby Bud's little Bud !' 

Now came the undoing of the many parcels on the 
table. There were all sorts of little treasures, and 
each was a fresh delight Nurse's white silk hood 
and scarlet cloak for the doll ; the shoes and socks 
from the twins, which caused a great laugh ; Jessie's 
pretty glass basket, which she had bought with her 
last pocket-money at the Crystal Palace ; a picture- 
book from Alice, and a box of sugar-plums from 
Punny and Ferky, who thought there was nothing 
better in the world ; a pincushion from Ellen, the 
housemaid ; a marker from Sarah, the under-nurse. 
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and a Tunbridge ware box from Kate. Hobden's 
lovely fuchsia, too — we must not forget that. 

'But what is that chirping sound I hear?' said 
Violet, suddenly looking up, and for the first time 
seeing a bright golden-coloured canary, in a new cage, 
hanging from the roof of the summer-house. ' For 
me! O Edmund! '—as he unhooked the cage, and 
put it on Violet's lap, 'A real live dicky for my 
own ! I am the happiest little girl ! I am quite fat 
with happiness!' 





CHAPTER IV. 




THE ENCHANTED WALNUTS. 

ERE'S a set-out!' exclaimed papa, put- 
ting his head into the summer-house at 
five o'clock. * What 's going on ?' 

The children were very busy laying 
out the tea-table, and filling small plates 
with strawberries, raspberries, gooseberries, 
and currants, which made a most inviting show. 
' It 's Baby Bud's birthday feast, papa,' said Mildred. 

* And we 're going to make real tea ourselves — ^all 
by ourselves !' said Alice. 

'Won't you invite me ?' 

' O papa!' with an amused laugh. 

* I think I shall come in the middle as a giant, 
and swallow up tea-pot and all! You've no room 
for anything more, have you V 

* O yes, papa ! ' 

' Papa, what have you got ? ' 
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' O papa, what is in that parcel ? 

* Papa, is it for us ? ' 

' O you very best of all papas in the world !' as from 
the hand which papa had cleverly kept behind him 
came forth a beautiful birthday cake, sugared over. 

'Where's the little Bud?' 

* Resting, papa, till tea is ready. ' 

* I shall go and see her, and join you all after dinner, 
and we '11 have some games.' 

* O papa dear, how nice ! ' 

* Now let us decorate the dishes with flowers,' said 
Mildred. 

It was all finished, and looking very pretty, when 
a little later Edmund came out, carrying his dear 
Baby Bud, whom he laid tenderly on her sofa, cover- 
ing her feet with a shawl. 

They had a very merry tea, and Edmund had 
enough to do to keep them in order. Indeed Punny 
and Ferky very nearly lost hearing the story, they 
w^re so wild and mischievous, — putting salt on 
Edmund's plate for sugar, and shrieking with delight 
at the face he made when he put a strawberry 
covered with it into his mouth ; and pinning the 
twins' frocks together, so that when they got up and 
moved away quickly, there was a sudden rent, which 
filled their faces with dismay at the thought of nurse. 

' Once for all, young sirs, I tell you this 1 ' said 
Edmund. ' If you don't behave yourselves, I '11 shut 
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you up in the tool-house, to be company for the 
spiders ! — Now for the story. Baby Bud, you must 
choose what it *s to be about/ 

' About boys/ said Violet, ' I like tales about boys. 
And it must be a bogie tale, with magics in it/ 

* Yes, y^s ! ' cried the little girls. 

' Now, Baby Bud, you 're a brick !' said Punny, ' to 
choose the very sort I like best ! ' 

' She 's two bricks,' cried Ferky, ' for it 's just what 
I like best too.' 

*PaxI' said Edmund. 'Now, remember, the first 
disturber goes into the tool-house! My story is 
called " The story of the Enchanted Walnuts.*" 

' Walnuts ! how could they be enchanted ? ' broke 
in Punny. 

* Hush, do ! ' cried Jessie. 

' We shall see ! ' said Edmund 
And he began 

Efje (!E^nc]^anteti tSSalnntd* 

Once upon a time there lived in an old castle a 
nobleman who was called the Graf, and his wife was 
called the Grafinn. And they had one little son, who 
was called Eoc. 

Now Eoc, let me tell you, was the naughtiest 
of little boys under the sun. There was nothing 
that he would not do, except what he was told. 
He was the plague of the whole castle. He 
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once pinched the nose of his old nurse so tight that 
it never Ccime back to the right shape again, but 
remained flat as a card ; and when the Grafinn told 
him he was a sad boy, and shook her head at him, he 
pulled off her wig, and put it in the fire. As for 
Fritz, Eoc*s little page, he had a hard life ; for some- 
times he was Eoc's football, and sometimes his horse. 
And Hoc would pluck out his hair by handfuls, and 
say he was only plucking a goose ; and Fritz had to 
laugh all the time, and pretend he liked it so much ! 
And everything that Fritz had Eoc would take away 
and keep for his own. One day as Eoc and Fritz 
were walking by the bank of a river which flowed 
near the castle, they saw an old woman sitting in the 
doorway of a hut, with some very large walnuts in her 
lap, which she was counting. 

' I shall have those walnuts,' said Eoc ; ' they are 
big. Go and get them from that old woman.* 

So Fritz went up to the old woman and said 
to her — 

* The young Lord Eoc has sent me for your walnuts. 
He wants them.' 

* He cannot have them,* she answered, and went 
on counting and muttering to herself. 

When Eoc heard what the old woman said, he ran 
to her, and cried angrily — 

* Old hag ! give me those walnuts instantly ! ' 

* I cannot spare them,* she answered. * For shame. 
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to take them from a poor old woman! You have 
plenty in your own garden.* 

* Not so big/ said Eoc ; * I must have these. Give 
them me, I say!' 

' Nay/ said the old woman ; ' they are all the food 
I have/ 

' What do I care for that ? I will have them ! * 
cried Eoc. * See if I don't' 

* I wish you joy of them if you get them/ said the 
old woman ; and she got up and went into her hut 
with the walnuts, and shut the door. 

Eoc, in a passion, battered at it with all his might, 
but could not get in. At last, finding his rage useless, 
he went back to the castle, determined somehow or 
other to get the big walnuts. He could not sleep in 
his bed for thinking of them. And in the night, 
when all in the castle were fast asleep, he got up 
softly, and creeping out through a side-door into the 
castle garden, he got over the wall, and went down 
to the old woman's hut by the water-side.] 

All was quite still ; no sound to be heard but the rip- 
pling of the river as it flowed on. Eoc stopped and 
looked in at the lattice. The big walnuts lay on the 
ledge inside, and Eoc put in his hand through the 
lattice-work. He could just reach them. He took 
them out one by one, and put them into his pockets, all 
but one, which he could not get through the lattice, and 
so he left it. Then he ran home as fast as he could. 
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But as he ran he heard very odd noises near him, 
which startled him. He stopped and looked round. 
There was nothing to be seen ; so he ran on again. 
Still the noises kept close to him. Again he stopped 
to listen ; and then he found that the sounds came 
from the walnuts in his pocket. They were jumping 
and bobbing up and down, and knocking against 
each other, as if they were alive, and struggling 
to get out. He put in his hand and thrust them 
down ; but they resisted it and jumped up again, and 
clattered about like things bewitched. 

Eoc was frightened. 'The horrid things!* he ex- 
claimed ; and snatching them from his pocket, he 
threw them all away, and ran on as fast as he could. 

Still the noises pursued him, and looking back, he 
saw, to his horror, that the walnuts were coming after 
him, close at his heels. Giving them a great kick in 
his anger, he scattered them all in the air; but 
whenever they reached the ground, they came after 
him again ; and the faster he ran, the faster they 
jumped. At length he reached the wall of the castle 
garden. 

* Now,' said he to himself, as he scrambled over it, 
' I shall be rid of these tiresome walnuts !' 

But the walnuts jumped over too, and pursued 
him through the garden. 

'At least they cannot get through the door!' said 
Eoc, and he darted into the castle through the little 
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side-door, shut it, and bolted it, leaving the walnuts 
outside. 

He crept up to his bedroom, and as he entered it 
he found them frisking and jigging about the floor. 

* Shall I never get away from these jumping wal- 
nuts ?' exclaimed Eoc. He opened his window and 
threw them out, shutting it again quickly ; but when 
he turned round, he found them dancing on his bed. 
Then he locked them up in his box, but no sooner 
had he done so, than he saw them playing antics on 
the table. He threw them into the fire, and they 
hopped out again ; he stamped on them and crushed 
them, and the next moment they were whole again 
as before. 

' What is to be done ?' cried Eoc in great alarm. 
* Fritz !' he cried, waking his little page. ' Fritz, save 
me from these big walnuts !' 

Fritz sprang up and tried to catch them, but 
they would not let him touch them, and when he 
tried to, they bounced up into his face, and hit 
him so hard that he fled away terrified out of the 
castle, and never came near it again. And when the 
day dawned Eoc was still waging war with the big 
walnuts. 

Nothing he could think of would put an end to 
them ; water would not drown them, fire would not 
burn them, the earth would not hold them ; when he 
buried them they came up again. Wherever Eoc went 
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they followed — up-stairs, down-stairs, into every part 
of the castle, and out of doors ; where he was, there 
were the big walnuts. All day long he was running 
away from them, and all day long they were running 
after him. All night long he was trying to hide him- 
self from them, and all night long they were peeping 
at him. If he put his head under the coverlet, the 
big walnuts were there ; if he put his head outside the 
coverlet, the big walnuts were there. When he shut 
his eyes, he saw them through his eyelids ; when he 
hid himself in the dark, he still saw the big walnuts. 
At his meals they ranged themselves round his plate ; 
if he rode out, they jumped on the horse's back and 
rode out too ; if he climbed a tree and sat on a bough, 
they hopped upon it ; if he sailed away in a boat 
in the water, they floated after him. They were 
the torment of his life, he could not get away 
from them. When he walked, they walked ; when 
he ran, they ran ; when he stood still, they stood 
still — always with him. And they got bigger every 

day. 

No one would approach Eoc ; the servants fled 
away from him, the Grafinn fainted whenever he came 
near her ; the Graf said, * Our son is certainly be- 
witched !' 

Never was anything like it ! Fitter patter, up the 
stairs, pitter patter, down the stairs, jig jig, all day 
long ; everybody knew when Eoc was coming — Eoc 
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and the big walnuts ; and everybody got out of the 
way. And day and night Eoc's cry was, ' Save me 
from these big walnuts ! * 

He grew thin and pale and sad, and all the folk 
said Eoc would die : and they wondered whether the 
big walnuts would be quiet, when he did. 

How many times Eoc wished that he had never 
seen them ! 

At last he thought within himself that he would go 
to the old woman to whom they belonged, and beg 
her to take them back. So he set out for her hut 
by the river side with the big walnuts jumping round 
him ; and as he went along they jumped higher 
and higher in the air, and somehow his heart grew 
lighter. 

But when he reached the spot where the hut had 
been, it was gone, and there was a big walnut in its 
place. 

Eoc sat down on the bank and wept : his only hope 
was gone. 

*0h!' he cried, 'will no one save me from these 
big walnuts!' 

He had hardly spoken, when the walnut which 
stood in the place of the hut opened, and Eoc saw a 
little dinky woman sitting in it. She .said to him — 

' I will save you from these big walnuts.* 

* Will you } oh, will you V cried Eoc. 

* On one condition,' she answered. 
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'Anything!' exclaimed Eoc. 

' You must be shut up in a walnut yourself/ said 
the little woman. 

' Must I ?' said Eoc. * Is there no other way V 

* None/ she replied. 

'O dear!* said Eoc, trembling. *How can I .^ 
Will it hurt ? Shall I jump too V 

' Ask no questions/ said the little woman. * I have 
no time to lose. Will you, or will you not V 

' I will 1' cried Eoc. ' Only save me from these big 
walnuts!' 

Then the little woman sprang out of the walnut, 
and grew suddenly bigger, and Eoc knew that she 
was the very same old woman whom he had seen 
sitting at the door of the hiit. She seized Eoc, and 
doubling him up, squeezed him into the big walnut, 
and shut him in. 

Then taking it in her hand, she whirled it thrice 
round, and threw it into the air ; and it went up, up, 
up, and fell into the moon, where it jumped and 
hopped about, to the great astonishment of the little 
moon-men who dwell in the hill-sides there. How 
they laughed and shrieked, these little elves, as they 
came trooping by dozens out of their caves, to see 
the strange sight ! 

Eoc heard their cries, and wondered where he had 
come. 

'Aoh! Aohi' they cried, 'let us catch it! Aoh! 



30 Our White Violet. 

Aoh!' The strange beast !' and they began to run 
after the big walnut, as it went jumping along. When 
it came to the ground, they shouted, 'Now!' and 
made a rush at it ; but just as they reached it, with 
arms outstretched to seize it, up it popped again, and 
down they all went on their faces, shrieking ' Aoh ! 
Aoh!' 

This happened a great many times, and the little 
moon-men got very angry at being so baffled. At 
last, with a loud shout, they rushed at it and threw 
themselves upon it, scrambling over each other's heads 
to get to the top of it, and keep it down. 

' We have it ! — hurrah !' they cried. * Aoh ! Aoh ! 
the wicked beast ! ' 

But up it went again in the air, with the little moon- 
men on it, and they tumbled off head over heels in 
all directions, spluttering, and crying ' Aoh ! Aoh !* 
more fiercely than ever. 

In a great rage they got up again, and ran after 
the big walnut very fast indeed. They chased it all 
over the face of the moon, and at last caught it just 
as it came down on the slope of a hill, and over- 
powering it with their numbers they rolled it into a 
deep pit in the hill-side, which had been there ever 
since the moon had the small-pox. 

Up to this part of Edmund's story there had been 
wonderful quiet ; but when it came to the moon's 
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having the small-pox all the children burst out into 
an uncontrollable fit of laughter. 

'Well!' said Edmund, very gravely, 'didn't you 
know that ?' 

*The moon had the small-pox!' cried Mildred. 
' How could it } It isn't a person !' 

'Don't be stupid!' said Jessie. 'Don't you know 
that there 's a man in the moon V 

' But it was the moon that had the small-pox !* per- 
sisted Mildred. 

'Of course it was!' said Edmund. 'Why, that's 
how the moon comes to be pitted all over, as you 'II 
know when you learn astronomy.' 

' Pitied !' said Violet wonderingly. ' Oh yes, I see, 
because it had the small-pox, poor thing !' 

' Just so,' said Edmund. 

' But I don't see — ' began Mildred. 

'Be quiet, can't you.?' said Punny, giving her a 
poke. ' It 's the girls that make all the row.' 

' I 'm sure it isn't then,' said Mary, taking the part 
of her twin. ' Ferky, you horrid boy ! don't !' 

For Ferky had put a beetle on her neck, and 
Mary could not bear insects. She began to scream. 

' Now, I tell you what it is !' cried Edmund, fiercely 
jumping up. But Punny and Ferky both took to 
their heels and fled. 

* Good riddance !' said Jessie. ' Now we shall have 
some peace I' 
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So Edmund went on (not in the least aware that 
Punny and Ferky were lying in wait close outside, 
brewing fresh mischief) 

Well, as I said, the big walnut was rolled into one 
of these pits, and the little moon-men hastened to 
fill up the pit Y^ith stones and earth ; and then, satis- 
fied with having avenged themselves, they went back 
to their caves to rest for the night. 

In the morning, great was the surprise of the little 
moon-men to see growing up out of the pit which 
they had filled a huge walnut-tree. The branches 
were laden with big walnuts, but they were so 
high up that the little moon-men could not get 
them. 

Every night an old woman came to the tree and 
pulled one, and as she plucked it, she cried — 

'Bleed! bleed! 
For thine evil deed !' 

and the tree bled where the big walnut came off. 

When a hundred nights were gone, there remained 
only one walnut on the tree. The old woman came 
as usual and pulled it ; and as she did so, the walnut 
tree groaned, and cracked, and shrivelled up, and 
split open, and out of it came Eoc. 

'So!' said the old woman. 'What do you think 

of it r 

'Jolly I' said Eoc ' Give me another toss !* 
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'Willingly!' answered the old woman. And she 
took him up, and threw him right out of the moon, 
and he fell into the lap of the Grafinn as she 
sat in her castle garden. And the little moon- 
men peeped over the edge of the moon as he fell, 
and cried — 

' Aoh ! aoh I be a good boy! Aoh ! aoh !' 

' Aoh ! aoh! be a good girl !' cried a voice outside, 
and at the same moment the little girls had a shower 
of spiders on their heads and necks, which Funny and 
Ferky had been busy collecting. There was a general 
scream and scramble, while Edmund rushed after the 
offenders, and gave them what they deserved. What 
this was, every boy who plagues his little sisters 
knows ! 





CHAPTER V. 



THE RAINBOW. 




'T was a dull, wet day. The windows looked 
very ' tearful/ as Violet said, with the long 
rain-streams chasing each other down the 
panes ; and the garden beyond was still 
more dreary-looking — what with the rivers in 
the gravel paths, and the poor battered flowers 
lying on their beds. 

' How horribly dismal !' said Jessie, as she stood 
idly in the window, following the rain-drops with her 
fingers. * There *s nothing to do !' 

' I should not think so, if I could move about as 
you can,' said Violet. ' I should go and make up a 
play with the others.' 

' I don't like playing with them ; they get cross with 
me,' said Jessie. * That horrid Ferky pulls my hair, 
and Punny pinches.' 

' Why don't you paint ?' asked Violet 
' I Ve got nothing to paint ; and besides, I 've lost 
my paint-box.' 
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' Wouldn't Milly come and play table croquet with 
you T 

' I 'm tired of that/ 

* Well, a story then ; I wish you would read me one/ 

* I hate reading ; there 's quite enough of that in the 
schoolroom/ 

Violet sighed. * How odd it is, Jessie !* she said ; 
* the things that I should like, and can't do, are just 
the things that you can do, and don't like. I often 
wish I might come and do lessons with you all in the 
schoolroom ; and I always think table croquet must 
be such a nice game, and wish that I could play at it.' 

The little girls were silent, each thinking her own 
thoughts — Jessie thinking how dull and stupid it was 
to have nothing to do, and Violet wondering why 
children so often had just the things they did not like. 
She did some little lessons every morning with her 
mamma ; she could read and write very well ; but the 
music, and drawing, and dancing, which her sisters 
learnt, she could not ; and those were the very things 
she would have so liked to do! But Violet was 
learning one great lesson, which was better than all 
these. What was that t 

Patience, 

There can be no better lesson for any one. For 
we are told that if we * let patience have her perfect 
work,' we shall 'be perfect and entire, wanting nothing' 
So I cannot help thinking that the little Violet was 



36 Our White Violet. 

really learning more than all her sisters in the school- 
room, though she did not learn half the things that 
they did. 

* There 's a rainbow !' cried Jessie suddenly. * I do 
believe it is going to clear up ! How glad I shall be ! 
I shall go in the garden.' And away she ran, full of 
her own pleasure, without a thought of her poor little 
sister whom she was leaving alone. If Jessie was 
dull on a rainy day, she who could do all sorts of 
things to amuse herself, what must Violet have been, 
obliged to lie down for so many hours ? Jessie did 
not think of that 

Violet lay quiet for some time, watching the rain- 
bow as it gradually faded away in the sky, and 
thinking how lovely it was, and how wonderful, with 
its perfect colours melting one into the other. 

When it was quite gone, and the sky had begun to 
clear, Violet heard the merry voices of her little 
brothers and sisters coming down the stairs. They 
were going out in the garden. 

Violet hoped they would open the door of the 
room where she lay and come in, and say something ; 
it was so tedious to be alone ! 

But no ; they seemed to have forgotten her. The 
voices passed on, Punny and Ferky, Mary and MiUy 
Jessie's loudest of all (AHce was in bed with a cold)', 
and then they died away, as one after another the chil- 
dren ran out of the hall-door, and down the stone steps 
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which had been the scene of poor Violet's sad fall. As 
Violet heard the little feet patter down the steps, she 
thought of this, and she said to herself, sorrowfully— 

' If it had not been for that, I might be running 
out in the garden with them now ! How nice it must 
be to be free, as they are ; and to be able to run and 
jump and play! O dear ! O dear!' 

The tears came into Violet's eyes ; it did seem so 
very hard to bear sometimes ; especially when, as 
now, the others ran off to enjoy themselves, and left 
her alone. Poor little Violet ! They did not know, 
perhaps, how hard it was to her. But there was 
One who did. 

• Just then Edmund came in, with a roll of pictures 
in his hand. 

' O Eddy ! I 'm so glad you 're come !' 

* See what I have brought you to do. Bud !* 

' Oh, what V Violet raised herself on the sofa, and 
looked eagerly at the roll. 

*Do you remember my telling you about the 
Hospital for Sick Children in London V 

* Yes, indeed I do. I am often thinking about it, 
and wish I could send them some things.' 

'That's just it!' said Edmund, undoing his parcel. 
* Look here ! I thought you would like to make 
them a scrap-book.' And he unrolled some sheets 
of brightly coloured French pictures — scraps of all 
kinds : boys and girls, birds and fishes, soldiers and 
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horses, market-women and peasants, flowers and 
fruits. Violet clapped her hands in glee. 

* How beautiful ! ' she cried. * I shall like doing it so ! * 

* They must be cut out first,' said Edmund. ' And 
then we will make a stuff-book, like the one in the 
nursery.' 

Violet laughed. * Calico, you mean,* she said. 
* Boys call everything stuff T 

* Well, calico, then,' said Edmund. ' And we will 
have some paste, and stick on these things, and won't 
the poor little children just like it, that 's all !' 

* Will they know that I helped to make it V asked 
Violet. 

* I '11 send word,' said Edmund. * Where are some 
scissors V 

Then he drew a small round table close to the sofa 
where Violet lay, and they both set to work busily. 

Violet was quite bright and happy again now ; it 
was so nice to have something to do for the little 
sick children ! 

Edmund had been to the hospital once with his 
father, and he had told Violet about it on his return, 

*I have so often thought about those poor little 
children since,' said Violet. 'Are there any there 
like me .^' 

*I saw one,' answered Edmund. *A little boy. 
He was a great deal worse off than you, though, my 
Bud. He was not only obliged to lie down always, 
but he was blind' 



The Rainbow. 39 

*0 Eddy dear, how sad!' Then Violet stopped 
short. She had never thought of such a thing as that 
before. Suppose she had been blind too 1 How 
many enjoyments she had which were denied to that 
poor little boy ! What a small trial hers was, com- 
pared to his ! How thankful she ought to be that she 
could see ! — see to read, to write, to work, to paint ; 
see all the lovely flowers and trees, and sunrise and 
sunset ; see pictures and pretty things ; and, best of 
all, see the dear faces of those she loved. That poor 
child had none of these pleasures, which she enjoyed 
every day. His world was dark. Violet did not 
speak for so long, thinking of these things, that at last 
Edmilnd said — 

* Are you dull, my Bud V 

'No,' said Violet, 'not now. But I was, before 
you came in. And what you said about that little 
boy has made me feel sorry.* 

' Why sorry V asked Edmund. 

'Because,* said Violet, 'I was unhappy at being 
left alone ; and yet there was that beautiful rainbow 
for me to look at. I never thought before how good 
it is to see ! Poor little boy, I could cry for him ! I 
wish he could see like me ! I wish he could have 
seen the rainbow T 

' He will see one day,' said Edmund gfravely. ' It 
is only for a little while.* 

• Yes,' said Violet. * And there is a rainbow round 
God's throne!' 



CHAPTER VI. 

FUNNY AND FERKY. 

#;iOLET'S papa and mamma had gone out 
to an archery meeting some miles off, and 
^j| had taken Edmund with them. 

There was to be a grand ' high ' tea in 
the nursery all together, Miss Wilson, the 
werness, being away. It was holiday time, 
and nurse used to say she should be only too glad 
when it was over. No tongue could tell the trouble 
she had with all those young monkeys ; she said it 
really was dreadful ! Miss Wilson did, to be sure, 
keep them in some sort of order, but there ! as soon 
as she was gone, they ran wild 1 

Funny and Ferky were the chief offenders ; they 
played all sorts of tricks, and Mary and Mildred 
were generally in di^race when tkey were. 

' Hurrah I I say ! mamma has given out cake and 
jam for tea!' cried Ferky, rushing into the room 
where Violet lay, still busy with her scrap-book. 
'Isn't it jolly!' 
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' Very,' said Violet. 

* He only cares for eating/ said Jessie. ' Just look 
at him ! He *s got your paste-brush, Violet. Ferky, 
don't, you horrid boyl' she cried, as Ferky, in 
revenge, dabbed it in Jessie's face. 

'You shouldn't call me a glutton, then!' said 
Ferky. 

*I didn't !' cried Jessie. 
' You did !' roared Ferky. 

* If the cap fits, wear it !' retorted Jessie mockingly. 
Ferky made no answer to this, but darted out of 

the room. 

'Good riddance !* cried Jessie after him. 

'The same to you!' shouted Ferky, as the next 
moment he appeared, holding up a saucepan, which 
he had seized from the kitchen. Jessie saw what was 
coming, but he was too quick for her. It was down on 
her head and over her face, before the cook, who had 
followed Ferky after her saucepan, could stop him. 

'If the cap fits, wear it!' he shouted, holding the 
saucepan on, while Jessie's shrieks resounded through 
the house, and brought down nurse and Ellen from 
the upper regions. 

'Hurrah! jolly! look at Jessie's new hat!' cried 
Punny, dancing about and clapping his hands, while 
Violet, frightened at all this uproar, began to cry, and 
entreat Ferky to leave Jessie alone. 

' You very naughty boy !' exclaimed nurse, as she 
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came in. ' How dare you be so unkind to your sister, 
sir? Come up-stairs directly, and go to bed this 
moment!' 

Nurse's tone put Ferky in a fright. He let 
go the saucepan, and fled into the kitchen, and out 
through the back yard, followed by Punny, nurse, 
cook, Ellen, and, of course, all the children. In the 
shrubbery they lost him. Ferky had doubled and 
got back into the kitchen, with Punny after him ; 
quick as thought, they locked the kitchen door, and 
fastened the windows. 

'We'll lock them out !' said Ferky. 

* Famous T cried Punny. 

Then they rushed round to the front door, locked 
that, and bolted all the windows. 

' Now let us get our tea while we can !' said Ferky. 

' It 's all ready,' said Punny. * What rare fun ! 
Won't they be angry when they find they can't 
get in!' 

Up went these very naughty boys to the nursery, 
where the tea was laid out in grand style. 

' I shall sit in Mrs. Nurse's chair,' said Ferky. — ' I 
say, the tea-pot 's hot ! ' 

He proceeded to pour out the tea, making a great 
river in the tea-tray, while Punny seized upon the 
pot of jam, and took out a big spoonful. 

' Isn't it good, that's all!' he said, as he plastered 
it upon his bread. 
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' I like it best upon cake/ said Ferky, and he 
helped himself to a large slice of plum-cak^ and 
beg^n to cover it with jam. 

' Give us some more sugar,' said Punny ; ' my tea 
isn't sweet enough !' 

' What a wax they will be in !' said Ferky, pouring 
himself out another cup of nurse's strong tea. * It 's 
rather good fun, I think !' 

' Yes, isn't it V echoed Punny, but he did not seem 
to be quite comfortable in his mind. 

' They can't get in till we like !' said Ferky presently. 
'That's one good thing. Hand me the jam, Pun. 
Have you done ?' 

'Yes,' said Punny, whose heart was beginning to 
fail him, as he thought of what was to come. ' I 'm 
not very hungry. I wonder what nurse will do to us 
when she does get in V 

' It 's all Jessie's fault 1' said Ferky stoutly. ' She 's 
the one that ought to be punished.' 

' Hush ! I hear something !' said Punny, growing 
very pale. 

* Nonsense, they can't get in !' answered Ferky, 
growing pale also though, for he did hear voices. 

' Hadn't we better hide ?' said Punny. * O do, 
Ferky ! I 'm frightened ! They are come in ! Hide ! 
hide !' 

' The linen press I' whispered Ferky. There was a 
sort of rubbish cupboard under the linen press, which 
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stood in a recess in the nursery ; into this they crept, 
among bags of old linen, railway-rugs, and blankets 
— only just in time. The nursery-door opened, and in 
came nurse, followed by Ellen, cook, and the children. 

' I made sure I should find them here !' she said. 

' They Ve been here,' said Ellen. * Look at the 
things !* 

' They've eaten up half the jam !* cried Jessie. 

' They 've been at my tea-pot !' cried nurse, in great 
wrath. ' Only let me find them 1* 

* Let us have a hunt 1' cried Jessie, who was very 
anxious for the offenders to be punished. 'Where 
can they be ?* 

Punny pinched Ferky, and squeezed himself as far 
back among the blankets as he could, trembling. 

The search began. First they all went into the 
night-nursery, and looked under the beds, and into 
the shoe-cupboard, and the clothes-basket, and the 
wardrobe, but there were no boys to be found there ; 
then into the playroom, which opened out of the night- 
nursery, but there were no boys there. 

* They must be down-stairs,' Ferky and Punny heard 
nurse say, and away flocked the whole tribe back 
again through the day-nursery, and out into the 
passage. Nobody thought of the clothes-press. It 
was supposed to be full of things, and to have no 
room for little boys. Ferky drew a long breath when 
all was still again. 
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' I 'm so afraid V whispered Punny. ' What do you 
think she 11 do ?' 

Ferky did not like to think of that, so he said — 

' I don't know. I say, hadn't we better slip out, 
and go in the garden ? There will be no getting out 
if we don't go now.' 

' Yes, do,' said Punny. 

' Get out then,' said Ferky. ' I can't move !' 

Punny opened the door, and crept partly out, but 
suddenly scrambled in again, exclaiming in a terrified 
whisper — 

' They 're coming back ! Quick, Ferky, let me 
get in !' 

He got back into his corner in haste. Ferky 
pushed up the rugs and blankets to the front of the 
cupboard, so as quite to hide them both, and to leave 
a space behind for him and Punny. But in doing 
this, he pushed the cupboard door a little way open, 
without knowing it. 

Then they lay crouched up very still. Some one 
had come into the nursery. They thought it was 
nurse, and they held their breaths. She bustled 
about, tidying the tea-table, which they had left in a 
great mess, and putting the chairs round, and poking 
up the fire. 

Seeing the lower door of the clothes-press partly 
open, she stooped down, and looked in. Then 
she closed the door, and turned the key in it. The 
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sound sent a pang through the little boys* hearts. 
They were locked in ! 

Punny nearly cried out, but Ferky caught hold 
of his hand, and squeezed it very tight. Then nurse 
went to the end of the passage, and called to the 
other children to come up to tea. 

While she was gone, Ferky whispered, ' All right, 
be quiet ; she never saw us!' 

*But how shall we ever get out.?* asked Punny. 

* It *s such a squash in here ! I 'd rather go out and 
be whipped at once ; I don*t like it !* , 

' Do be quiet,' said Ferky. * I'll get Alice to unlock 
the door presently, when nurse is gone down.' 

So Punny was obliged to be satisfied. They heard 
all the children come in and go to tea, and great were 
the grumbles at the half-empty jam-pot and the 
share of the cake which was left. 

Punny and Ferky nearly laughed out loud to hear 
Jessie's lamentations. 

* Where can they be V said Violet. 

' We 've searched the whole house,' answered Milly. 
'They must be in the garden somewhere, or the 
out-houses.' 

* We 've locked them out if they are,' said Jessie. 

* It's their turn now. I hope they will like it.' 

* I 'm glad they have not got to go without their 
tea,' said Alice. 

'And I'm very sorry,* said Jessie. * It would just 
^rve them right' 
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* Nursey, what will you do to them when you find 
them ? ' asked Mary. 

* They will see/ said nurse, in so dreadful a tone 
that there was a general silence. It was plain that 
she was very greatly displeased. 

Punny and Ferky could hear all this, of course, in 
their hiding-place. How they quaked ! Ferky began 
to think it would have been better if he had not gone 
quite so far, and Punny, poor Punny! he wished 
from the bottom of his heart that he had not joined 
in Ferky's naughtiness. He dared not speak or move, 
however, much as he longed to go out at once and 
beg nurse to forgive him. When tea was over, he 
thought — *Now nurse will be going down, and we 
shall be able to get out. It is so horrid to be shut up 
in here !' 

Ferky was beginning to be of the same mind. The 
little girls were having a game at gipsies, and the 
boys wished they could be at play with them too. 

' It was rather stupid of us to get in here,' thought 
Ferky. 

'How nice it is to play without those plaguing 
boys !' said Jessie. ' I 'm so glad they're not here.* 

' It is a comfort,* said Milly, ' to be in peace for 
once.* 

' They are such torments,* said Mary. * I wish they 
were gone to school.* 

' You would soon wish them back again,* said Alice. 
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* It 's rather stupid to have no boys ; if they only 
would not pull our hair !' 

* Yes, and if they only would not fillip us ! ' said Milly. 

' Nor boo in our ears !' said Mary. * They wouldn't 
be so bad then/ 

'Well, I think boys are plagues,' said Jessie, 'and I 
wish the world was full of girls. That horrid Ferky, 
to put a saucepan on my head ! He hurt my nose 
so ! No one but a boy would think of such a thing.' 

Violet was now fetched by Ellen to go to bed ; and 
the under-nurse, who had just come in, took Mary 
and Mildred away to go to bed also. Ferky waited 
anxiously, in hopes that nurse would leave the room ; 
but no, she was sitting down to her sewing quite 
comfortably by the fire. It was beginning to be 
serious ; what if she were to sit there all the evening f 
Ferky made up his mind that he would go to sleep in 
the clothes-press. When nurse was gone to bed, at 
any rate, he and Funny could roll themselves up in 
the blankets. It was rather dreary certainly ; but 
there were two or three chinks in the cupboard, 
through which the candle-light came in, so it was not 
pitch dark. How quiet Funny was! Could he be 
going to sleep } Just as Ferky thought this, he 
heard a little snore close to him. He gave Funny a 
gentle shake, which woke him ; but it put Ferky in a 
great fright. He felt hot all over. What if nurse 
had heard it ! 
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It did not seem so, however. She called Alice to 
come and have her hair plaited, as she would have to 
go to bed directly. 

* Will you put me to bed, nursey .^' asked Alice. 

* Not to-night,' answered nurse shortly, and began 
to do Alice's hair. 

' Are you going to look any more for Punny and 
Ferky.?' Alice asked presently. *I am so unhappy 
about them, nursey,' she added ; * I 'm afraid they 're 
lost !' 

* I shall take no more trouble about them,' replied 
nurse, in an awful tone. * They may stay where they 
are, wherever that may be, until their papa comes 
home. It won't be long first' 

Ferky felt cold all over when he heard nurse say 
this. He began to think it would be better for them 
to come out at once, and throw themselves on her 
mercy. As soon as Alice and Jessie were gone to 
bed he would. Jessie's hair was done next, and the 
under-nurse came and took her and Alice away. 
Then the nursery was so still that the little boys 
could hear the click of nurse's thimble against her 
needle every time she made a stitch. 

It became more and more dreadful. Ferky kept on 
poking Punny to keep him awake. At last he could 
bear it no longer. He whispered very softly into 
Funny's ear — 

' I 'm going to speak !* 

4 
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Then a little penitent voice came forth from the 
clothes-press — 

' Nurse !' 

Nurse started, and then went on with her work 
again. 

* Nursey dear ! ' 

Still the thimble went on clicking against the needle. 
' Nursey dear /' — two little penitent voices now. 
No answer. 

'Nursey, do let us out !' 

There was a loud ring at the hall-door bell, which 
made Punny and Ferky tremble in their shoes. 

* O nursey, dear nursey, let us out this once, and 
we will never do it again !' they prayed. 

* Never, no, never !' said Punny. 

' We are going down on our knees to you to let us 
out !' cried Ferky. * Only this very once !' 

'And we will be good ever after I' pleaded Punny. 

Nurse stooped down and unlocked the door. How 
glad the little prisoners were to crawl out! They 
fell on their knees before nurse, and cried humbly — 

' Please to forgive us ! We are very sorry !* Then 
they burst out crying, and sobbed. 

Nurse said, ' We must talk about this to-morrow. 
Come to bed now.' 




CHAPTER VII. 



IN THE HAY MEADOWS. 




UNNY and Ferky did not go down to 
dessert for a week. When the others 
went, they stayed behind in the nursery, in 
disgrace. Their papa and mamma were 
very much displeased with them. The little 
W boys made many good resolutions while they 
were up-stairs, but it is easier to make resolutions 
than to keep them. 

It was lovely summer weather now, and the hay- 
making had begun. There were two fields called the 
Upper and Lower Meadows, just below the house, in 
one of which the hay was piled up in large cocks, 
— looking, Violet said, like the huts of the Lapps, 
dotted over the grass. 

Nurse got out all the large round hoUand pinnies, 
nicknamed by the children 'Daddy Quashys,' from 
some old joke, and called the children to come out 
to spend the afternoon and have tea in the hayfield. 
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There was a clump of trees in the middle of the large 
meadow, which gave a pleasant shade, and here 
nurse brought out her work, and sat, to see that the 
children did not get into any mischief. Here, too, 
Edmund brought Baby Bud's cushions, and made 
her a charming little nest in one of the green hollows 
under the trees, and then carried her out to it. He 
was obliged to go back to his studies, but he gave 
her a story-book to read, and spread a shawl over 
her feet, promising to come out and have tea with 
them all by and bye. 

Violet lay for a long time watching the others at 
their play. It was almost better, she thought, on such 
a warm day, to be a looker-on, than a sharer, in such 
hot fun. Punny and Ferky were taking flying leaps 
at the haycocks, coming down on the top of them, 
and rolling off again, while the twins ran after them, 
trying to smother them in hay as they fell. Every 
now and then Mary and Milly got the worst of it, 
when Punny and Ferky pounced upon them, and 
nearly buried them. Jessie and Alice were chasing 
each other round and round the haycocks, and hiding 
under them in turn. 

At last Violet was tired of watching them, and 
began to read. Nurse had gone in to see about 
the tea. 

* How nice and quiet it is !' thought Violet presently, 
laying down her book. ' I like the gentle hum of the 
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insects, and the tiny chirps of the little birds, and the 
soft waving of the leaves overhead, and the blue 
sky, with its woolly clouds ! How good it is of God 
to make us so many happinesses, and to give us this 
beautiful summer to enjoy!* Then her thoughts 
went on to the poor little blind boy of whom Edmund 
had told her, and she felt very sorry to think that 
he could never enjoy all these lovely things as she 
could. She was a very happy little girl not to be 
blind ! What should she send to the poor blind boy ? 
she asked herself. She should like to send him some- 
thing ; she had so many pleasures that he had not. 
The scrap-book would be of no use to him. What 
did blind children have to play with } Nothing ! 

She cast her eyes down upon her book, and it came 
into her mind that that was the thing, the very thing, 
— a story — to be read to! He should have her 
prettiest story-book, the one she liked best. It should 
go with the scrap-book. 

Having settled this in her mind, Violet looked 
round, and wondered where all the children were. 
She could not see one of them. Perhaps they had 
sat down under the haycocks to rest. 

Nurse came out by and bye with a basket, followed 
by Sarah, the under-nurse, carrying the kettle, and 
some of the tea-things. A cloth was spread in the 
middle of the grove, on the grass, and four stones 
placed at the corners to keep them down. Violet 
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looked on with interest, as nurse and Sarah put out 
the teapot and cups and saucers at one end, the plates 
round the cloth, and the bread and butter and seed- 
cake in the middle. Presently she saw Edmund 
coming down the meadow towards the grove, with a 
basket in his hand, which seemed to have cabbage- 
leaves in it 

'I picked these for tea,' he said, as he put the 
basket down by Violet. 

' Cabbages for tea !' said Violet. 

* Look underneath,' said Edmund. 

* Strawberries !' cried Violet, lifting up the leaves. 
* O how kind of you ! What beauties ! Nurse, please 
put them out on a dish ; quick, before the others 
come. Won't they be pleased ! We will make straw- 
berry'' squash !' 

'Where are they all V asked Edmund. 

* Yes, where are they ? ' said nurse, looking round. 
' I don't see them.' 

* Neither do I,' said Sarah. 

* In some mischief, no doubt,' said Edmund. * I '11 
run down the field and find them ;' and away he went. 

Now you must know that this meadow opened into 
another, which went down in a steep slope to the 
river. There were a good many trees and shrubs 
along the bank, and several bushy islands in the 
middle. In some parts the river was very low, so 
that it would not reach above the ankles; but in 
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others it suddenly deepened into large holes, which 
made it very dangerous ; so that the children were 
never allowed to go down there, unless they were 
with Edmund or nurse. 

The following conversation had taken place between 
the four little ones under one of the haycocks in the 
upper meadow. 

Ferky. ' I say, wouldn't it be jolly to go and have 
a paddle in the river ?' 

Punny. 'O yes, rare! let us!* 

Ferky. 'AH right ; come on, twins !' 

Mary, 'Won't nurse be angry?' 

Punny. * Ha ! she 's afraid of the cows !* 

Mary. ' No indeed, I *m not !' 

Milly, 'Where are Jessie and Alice }^ 

Ferky, ' Oh, we don't want them ! come, if you 're 
coming.' 

And he ran off, followed by Punny, and climbed 
over the gate into the lower meadow. 

Mary and Milly ran too, and they all raced together 
down the steep bank of the 'meadow so fast that they 
could only just stop themselves as they reached the 
river. Then they went along the brink a little way, 
to find a shallow place for paddling. 

At last they came to a part of the river which 
Ferky, as leader of the rest, declared to be 'quite 
safe,' and they all sat down on the bank, and took 
off their boots and stockings. 
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' Let us put them all together in a heap by this 
bush/ said Mary. 'Then we shall know where they 
are, and the water won't reach them/ 

Then the children stepped into the river one after 
the other. Mary and Milly gave little shrieks as 
the cold water rippled up over their ankles, and their 
feet slid about on the slippery stones. Punny and 
Ferky pretended to be very brave, and went plunging 
and splashing about, until they both very nearly 
tumbled over. 

* I 'm rather afraid/ said Mary to Milly, as they 
stood in the middle of the river, holding by each 
other's hands. 

'What of.^' asked Milly. 

' Suppose the fishes should bite my toes,' said Mary. 

'Hark at Mary/ cried Ferky; 'she's afraid the 
fishes will bite her !' • 

' Oh what a Molly !' cried Punny. 

'Look, look at all those cows!' exclaimed Milly, 
with a face of terror. 'They're coming down to 
the river !' 

The children turned to look, and saw a number of 
cows running down the slope towards them. Mary 
and Milly screamed ; the valiant Ferky set off as fast 
as his legs would take him towards a little island in 
the bed of the river ; but Punny caught hold of the 
twins, and dragged them after him to the river's 
bank, a little way up, where they got behind a tree. 
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It was the best thing he could have done ; for the 
cows, being hot, and teased by the flies, galloped into 
the water at once, and went straight to the little 
island, round which they stood in the water under 
the shade of the trees. Ferky was cowed now ] 

How fast the little girls* hearts did beat ! They 
were dreadfully afraid of cows at all times ; but now, 
when they knew they were doing wrong, they felt much 
more fear ; because they thought perhaps the cows 
might be allowed to horn them for a punishment. 

They stayed under the tree on the bank for some 
time, and then, finding that the cows did not come 
out of the river, they crept along to get their stockings 
and boots. They did not want to paddle any more. 

'This is the place !' cried Mary. 

' They are not here then,' said Milly. 

*Are you sure this was where you put them.?' 
asked Punny. 

' Certain,' said Mary. 

* The cows must have eaten them,' said Milly. 

* Nonsense ! cows don't eat boots,' answered Punny. 
'Where can they be then V asked Milly. 

'You must have made a mistake,' said Punny. 

' No, I am sure it was this place,' said Mary ; ' for I 
know it by that white stone. They were close to it' 

' What can have become of them V said Punny. 

'The cows have taken them !' cried Milly, looking 
down the bank. 'I see a boot — it's yours, Pun, I 
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tliink — just down there, close to the water ; and 
there's another in the river — do you see, by that 
stone ? And this is where the cows came down.* 

The children looked at one another in alarm. The 
cows must have dragged the boots and stockings 
with them as they rushed down the bank. 

* There 's one of the red stockings, Ferky's or yours,* 
said Mary, * caught on that stick. Don't you see it 
flopping about in the water t There it is going now, 
— agoing, — gone !* as the stream carried it away. 

Punny crept down the bank and picked up his one 
boot, all trodden into the mud ; and then made a dart 
into the river after the other, which turned out to be 
one of Milly*s. But no more were to be found. 

Milly seated herself on the bank and cried, and 
Mary did the same. 

'You stupids!* said Punny. 'What's the good of 
crying } It won't get back your stockings !' 

' Oh, what will nursey say ! O dear ! O dear ! what 
shall we do V wept the little girls. 

'We must do as the pilgrims used to do,' said 
Punny, determined to make the best of it. 

* What was that ?' asked the twins hopefully. 

' Walk barefoot,' said Punny, who had heard this 
somewhere. *I assure you they were very noble 
people, and they walked barefoot over all the lands.* 

' But we are not noble,* said Mary sadly. * It isn't 
oble to be naughty ; so I don't think nurse 
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will take us for pilgrims. O dear! Tm afraid to 
go back!' 

'What did the pilgrims do about the thorns ?' asked 
Milly. ' We shall get thorns into our feet as we go 
back.' 

* Oh, they didn't mind/ said Punny ; * neither must 
you.' 

Just at that moment the children heard a voice 
behind them. 

* Oh, there you are I ' cried Edmund, as he ran 
towards them. * How could you think of going 
there, where you know you mustn't! How very 
naughty ! Come away directly ! Where 's Ferky V 

' On the island, guarded by dragons,' said Punny, 
pointing to the cows, 

'Very naughty children I you'll pay for this I' said 
Edmund. ' Ferky ! Ferky ! come here, sir, directly !' 

Ferky was afraid to disobey. In great fear and 
trembling, he made his way through the cpws to the 
shore. 

'Where are my boots ?' he asked, as he climbed up 
to the others. 

Punny pointed to the river, which, as it flowed on, 
was carrying them further and further away. 

' What !' exclaimed Ferky, with a look of dismay. 
' You don't mean ?' 

Punny nodded his head. ' Yes I do," he answered. 
'Gone!' 
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* How ?' asked Ferky. 

* Cows/ answered Funny. 

* Come along/ said Edmund gravely, taking a hand 
of each of the little girls, who picked their way 
tenderly, and thought of the pilgrims. 

Funny and Ferky followed in silence. 

When they reached the grove they saw nurse and 
Sarah sitting at one end of the table-cloth, Violet 
lying close by, and Alice and Jessie — all at their tea. 

' O Eddy ! do beg for us/ whispered the little 
girls, sobbing. 

*Do, do, Eddy! there's a brick!' whispered two 
more little voices behind. 

The barefooted ones came into the grove ashamed 
and silent Nurse's glance at their feet told her all. 

I don't know what she would have done, if Edmund 
and Violet, and Alice and Jessie, had not all begged 
and prayed her to forgive them. 

She did forgive them so far as to allow them to 
have their tea with the rest ; and kind Violet gave 
them her shawl to sit upon. But directly after tea, 
instead of staying out to have a nice game in the 
cool of the evening, they had to go to bed in the 
broad daylight. 



CHAPTER VIII. 




THE JOYS OF MEASLES. 

ESSIE dear, what makes you look so un- 
happy ?* asked Violet, looking up from her 
book as Jessie came into the room, and 
threw herself into a chair. 
* I don't know, I 'm sure. I 'm wretched !' 
^ and Jessie burst out crying. 

* Have they been teasing you ?' asked Violet 
*No. Leave me alone, Violet. I'm wretched, I 

tell you !' 

*I'm so sorry,' said Violet kindly. She did not 
know what else to say. She went on reading her 
book in silence. 

' How unkind you are !' exclaimed Jessie presently. 
* Didn't I tell you I was wretched i^' 

' Yes, dear,' 'said Violet. * Can I do anything for 
you ?' 

* Of course you can't V said Jessie peevishly. 
Again Violet was silent, turning over in her mind 
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what she could possibly say to Jessie to prevent her 
being wretched. 

' Would you like to hear this tale about the ugly 
duck ?' she asked at last. ' I '11 begin it again if you 
would. It 's so pretty.' 

' No, my head aches/ said Jessie crossly. 

' Hadn't you better lie down V asked Violet. 

' I can't/ said Jessie. * How you tease ! O dear, 
I feel so sick 1' 

' I think you must be ill/ said Violet gently. 

'Of course I am!' answered Jessie. 'You might 
know that 1* 

' Won't you tell mamma V 

' What ! and have a horrid dose } No, thank you !' 

* I am sure you ought,' said Violet. 

'Do be quiet!' returned Jessie fractiously. *0 
dear, I feel so wretched ! What shall I do !' 

She looked flushed, and her eyes were dull and 
heavy. Every few minutes she kept sneezing, and 
then she cried because she couldn't help it, and it 
was so tiresome ! 

Her mamma came in soon, to Violet's great relief. 
She saw at once that Jessie was not well, and sent for 
nurse. 

' She has been sneezing all this morning like this, 
ma'am,' said nurse. * I think she must be sickening 
for measles. They're very much about' 

Mamma gave a sigh as she thought of the sick 
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house there would be if this were the case. Edmund 
was the only one who had had the measles, so all the 
rest would most likely take them. 

' You had better put Miss Jessie to bed/ she said 
to nurse. 

'Why, mamma.?* whined Jessie. 'I don't want 
to go to bed.' 

* It is better for you,' said her mamma ; * and I wish 
it — that is enough,' and she went out of the room. 

Jessie set up a howl. * I don't want to go,' she 
cried. ' I don't want to go !' 

* Come, Miss Jessie,' said nurse. * Be a good child, 
now. You are so poorly you don't know what to do. 
You will be much better in bed.' And she took hold 
of Jessie's hand. 

Jessie pulled away from her, and struggled, and 
screamed, * I shan't 1 I shan't I' but nurse caught her 
up, and carried her off. 

Jessie did not leave her bedroom again for a good 
many days. After a day or two Alice joined her 
there, and Mary and Mildred came in before the end 
of the week. Nurse and mamma had enough to do ; 
it was quite a hospital. Funny's and Ferky's turn 
came next, and last of all. Baby Bud. She was in 
her mother's room, Funny and Ferky in the nursery, 
and the four little girls in their room ; so mamma 
went from one to the other in turn, with her little 
comforts, and Edmund with stories. The sick chil- 
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dren could not settle which they liked best, the 
lemonade and fruit, or the tales. 

It was curious to see how the children's characters 
showed themselves in their illness. 

Jessie, the discontented, was more fretful than ever, 
and so cross that the others could hardly speak to 
her. She was ill longer than any of them, and both 
mamma and nurse thought her ill-temper and wilful- 
ness were partly the cause of her getting well so 
slowly. She grumbled and whined at everything, 
— cried when she was hungry, and cried when she ate, 
because it hurt her to swallow, — cried to have a book 
to read, and then cried because reading gave her a 
headache, — cried to sit up, and cried because it tired 
her back, — and made more fuss over her medicine 
than all the rest put together. She certainly deserved 
the name of Whiney-Piney now. 

Gentle little Alice was very different. She was 
always patient and cheerful, took her medicine quietly 
from nurse's hand, sat up directly and drank it with- 
out a word — I will not say without a face, for that 
would be expecting too much. Her little weak 
* Thank you !' was always to be heard when any- 
thing was done for her, whether she liked it or not. 
For she remembered that everything that others did 
for her was done to make her better, and she felt 
grateful to them. If mamma brought in the lemonade 
it was — 
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'Please give it to Milly first/ or, 'Jessie has been 
wanting some, mamma dear ; I 'm so glad you Ve 
come ! ' 

Alice's cough teased her dreadfully ; at night it was 
very troublesome, and kept her awake. Jessie was 
quite angry with poor Alice one night, and scolded 
her for disturbing her. 

The four little beds were in a row ; Alice's being 
next to Jessie's, with a chair between. Alice's only 
answer was — 

*I'm so sorry, dear!' and then she put her head 
under the bed-clothes, and tried to smother her cough 
until she was nearly choking. After all her care, it 
burst out again louder than ever, and Jessie said 
crossly — 

* Bother ! how tiresome you are ! Just as I was 
going to sleep !' 

' I wish I could help it, indeed,' said Alice. ' It 
does hurt me so !' 

Selfish Jessie did not care about this ; she only 
thought of her own discomfort at being roused up, 
and of how hard it was that she should be kept awake 
by Alice's cough. She did not think anything of 
waking up Alice to reach her the lemonade when she 
was thirsty afterwards in the night, and Alice had 
just dropped asleep. How selfish we may be in 
those little ways, just for want of feeling for others ! 

The twins were not as ill as Jessie and Alice. They 

5 



66 Our White Violet 

had a slight attack, and were up first, though not 
allowed to go out of the room for fear of catching 
cold. They thought it rather good fun to be ill, and 
to be coddled up-stairs; and especially they liked 
having tea at the little round table by the fire, and 
carrying it to the two invalids on two little trays, and 
making their toast. 

One very happy day came at last, when Violet, 
wrapped up inla large shawl, was carried into the 
little girls' room by Edmund, and laid on a sofa by 
the fire ; and presently nurse and Sarah came in, 
each with another bundle in a blanket, out of which 
came Punny and Ferky, who were set down in their 
two little chairs on the other side. It was such a 
joyful meeting ! One would have thought they had 
been parted for a year at least! Alice and Jessie 
were up and dressed, and they were all to have tea 
together. Edmund had promised to come in after 
tea, and tell them a story, to which they were all 
looking forward with delight. 

' How pale you look, you poor Pun !' said Alice 
pityingly. 

'And how thin Ferky*s face has grown!' said 
Milly. 

*How did you like having the measles.?' asked 
Mary. 

'Oh, very well!' answered Punny. * Ferky and I 
played all sorts of games, you know. Of course we 



The . Joys of Measles. 6 7 

weren't going to stop playing, just because we 
were ill' 

*What did you play?' asked Violet. 

* Oh, Red Riding Hood and the wolf, for one thing,' 
said Ferky. * Pun put on nurse's night-cap ; didn't 
he look a Guy in it, just ! ' 

They all laughed. 

* He hasn't eaten you, though,' said Jessie. 

* He thought I should disagree with him, you see,' 
said Ferky. 

* Now tell us another,' said Milly. * I wish we had 
thought of these plays. We 've been so dull some- 
times.' 

* Well, then, we played at going to the dentist,'* said 
Punny. * That was such fun ! I cribbed the sugar- 
tongs, nurse's old-fashioned silver ones, you know, 
when she wasn't looking ; and how she did hunt 
about for them ! We laughed so, we had got them 
under the pillow ; and when she was gone into the 
other room to look for them, I began to be Mr. 

« 

Kohls, and Ferky screamed so, that nurse came run- 
ning in, and we popped under the clothes, forgetting all 
about the sugar-tongs, which I had dropped on the bed. 
Didn't we catch it ! She called us Turks. I always 
know that she is very angry when she calls us that' 
' That 's a very good play,* said Alice. 

* How horrid it must be to pull out teeth really, 
though I' said Milly. ' I shouldn't like to be a tooth- 
man.' 
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* Much worse to have them pulled out/ said Violet. 
Mary said nothing. If you could have looked at 

her, you would have seen that a bright colour had 
come up in her pale face, and she did not even seem 
amused. Would you like to know why } There was 
a stray tooth in that little mouth which had pushed 
itself up without being asked, where there was no 
room for it ; and Mary had heard nurse say to her 
mamma in a low voice something about going to Mr. 
Kohls, one day just before she was ill. She had been 
in a fright ever since. If teeth would only go down 
again sometimes, for a change, instead of coming up 1 
She quite dreaded to get well. So now you see why 
this history of Funny's did not amuse her. 

They had a very merry tea. Mamma had sent 
them up sponge-cakes and fruit ; and they all agreed 
that it was rather a good thing to be ill. 

By and bye Edmund's voice was heard outside — 

'Open the door, open wide, that I may bring a 
bogie inside T 

There was a general rush to the door, and Edmund 
came in carrying a large box, which he put down in 
the middle of the room. 

* O Eddy, what have you got } What is it } Is it 
for us } Where did it come from V and many more 
such questions were showered on him, before he had 
time to answer. 

* All I know is, that it has just come, and is directed 
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to the Misses and Masters Douglas. Some good 
fairy, no doubt!' 

* It is for us r they cried. * Open it quick, Eddy, 
please ! What can it be V 

' Mamma is coming up,' said Edmund. ' We must 
wait for her. I will go and find a chisel and hammer.' 

Oh, the joy, the impatience ! can you imagine what 
it was like, during those few minutes while Edmund 
was away } They hardly knew how to wait. 

They were all sitting on the floor round the box 
when he came back, with their mamma. She smiled 
to see their eagerness. 

The lid was quickly raised, and there appeared a 
number of parcels of all sizes wrapped in paper, and 
directed to the different children, who all sat round 
watching with hungry feyes. 

Mrs. Douglas took them out one by one, and gave 
them to the children. There was such a tearing off 
of papers, and such excitement ! 

* Here is a great parcel for Alice,* said Mrs. Douglas, 
lifting out a large box, and giving it to her. 

* O mamma ! what can it be ?' she cried, delighted. 
* A set of real tea-things ! how lovely ! the very thing 
I wished for ! I shall be able to give tea-parties !' 

All the others crowded round to admire the little 
cups and saucers, with their pretty blue and gold rims. 

The next thing that came out was a paint-box for 
Jessie ; then two long parcels for the twins, in which 
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they found, to their great joy, two dolls, dressed 
exactly alike. 

Now Punny and Ferky began to get rather excited ; 
their turn was coming. Funny's parcel came out 
first. It was a very small one ; and he looked the 
least bit disappointed to find in it only a little wooden 
frog, painted green. 

* What is it for Y he asked, turning it over and over. 
' Let me look,' said his mamma. 

She took it, and bent back a spring underneath it, 
then set it on the floor by Punny. 

' Watch it,' she said. 

He stooped down over it, when all of a sudden it 
hopped up right in his face, and he screamed, 'It's 
alive!' 

The children went into fits of laughter. 

* Well done. Lion-heart !' cried Ferky, as soon as he 
could speak. 

' Here 's yours, Ferky,' said hi3 mamma, handing 
him a square parcel. It turned out to be a box, 
which fastened with a little wire hook, rather tightly. 
Ferky opened it at last with a jerk ; back flew the 
lid, and up sprung into his face a little black grinning 
monkey, covered with hair. The valiant Ferky 
shrieked, and threw it down ; while all the children 
cried out, amid screams of laughter — 

* Well. done, Lion-heart!' 

' The little Violet, now ! Last, but not least !' said 
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Edmund. All the rest looked eagerly ; there was 
not one who did not wish Baby Bud's to be the best. 
It was a beautiful book of Fairy tales, with many 
pictures. 

*The thing I like best of all!' she said joyfully. 
' This will be a treat for a long time to come. To us 
all !' she added ; * for I can read them out to you !' 

* I wish/ said Alice, ' we knew who our good fairy 
was, that we might thank her!' 

Mamma smiled. 

* It is mamma !' cried Violet. 

'Mamma! mamma! mamma is our good fairy!' 
cried all the children, rushing upon her, and over- 
powering her with kisses. 

Then they sang all together, led on by Punny and 
Ferky — 

* Hip, hip, hip, hurrah ! 

Hip, hip, hip, hurrah! 
Hip, hip, hip, hurrah ! O what a good mamma ! 

We are so very happy. 

We are so very happy. 
We are so very happy, we don't know what to do !' 



CHAPTER IX. 

GOING TO THE SEA. 




KE'RE going to the sea! we're all going 

to the sea I' cried Alice, flying into her 

^ mamma's room to tell Violet the joyful 



' Are we ?' and Violet's pale face even got 
little colour in it 'I am so glad ! I 've 
never seen the sea.' 

'You will like it so much! And the sands! and 
the shells ! and the clambering on the rocks ! and the 
donkey-rides I' Violet looked sad. — ' Ah ! I quite 
forgot you, dear I I am so sorry. You can't climb 
on the rocks, or ride, or pick up shells, poor Baby 
Bud ■ Never mind ! I '11 give you all I can get, and 
I 'II sit by you on the sands when the others are 
riding. You '11 be able to lie there and watch the 
waves, you know!' 

' Are they very grand f asked Violet 

' O yes ! the sea goes sucking, sucking back, and 
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then it curls up in a great roll, and dashes down, and 
the wave comes after you ever so fast to catch your 
feet, and we run away from it as if we were running 
from a lion ; but if we 're not very quick it catches us, 
and we scream out !' 

' What fun it must be !' said Violet sorrowfully. 
' I wish I could do that !' 

* You shan't make my Baby Bud sad ! Get along ! ' 
cried Edmund, who had heard her last words as he 
came in. * She shall have as much fun as all the rest 
of them put together, she shall !' and he took her up 
on his lap tenderly, and kissed her. She wound her 
arms round his neck, and hid her face on his shoulder, 
and he could hear that she was crying. 

* What is it, my Bud V asked Edmund. 
' O nothing, nothing !' 

* Yes, it is something, and I think I can tell what it 
is,' said Edmund. ' My little Bud is sad because she 
can't run about, and do as the others do. Isn't 
that it V 

* I didn't mean to cry, Eddy dear,' said Violet, 
trying to restrain herself. * But it 's very hard some- 
times ; I get so tired of lying here.' 

' I know you must, darling,' said Edmund, with a 
sigh. * I only wish I could bear it for you.' 

' I shouldn't like that,' said Violet. ' O no ! It is 
only just now and then that I mind a little, and wish 
I could have some fun like the others. But I know 
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it can't be, and I'm not going to fret. I shall be 
very happy lying on the sands and watching the 
waves, Eddy dear/ 

Edmund kissed the little gentle patient face, and 
could hardly keep from crying himself 

' Let me see,' he said. ' There will be many little 
pleasures for my dear Bud. We will get her a nice 
easy donkey-carriage, in which she can lie and go on 
the sands, and she shall have her own little bucket 
and shell-basket, and we '11 make a collection of shells 
and sea-weeds, and find out all their names in a book 
which I have ; and we '11 get anemones and all sorts 
of queer things that live in the sea, and keep them in 
a glass bowl. And you and I will put our shells and 
pretty things together, my Bud, and I will make a 
tray for them, with little divisions for each sort, and 
we will put pink and white wool in the divisions for 
the shells to lie upon. Won't that be nice V 

'O yesl' cried Violet, brightening up. 'Will you 
make the tray before we go, so that we may have it 
all ready V 

* I '11 begin it to-day,' said Edmund. * I '11 go down 
to Stevens, and get him to give me the wood.' 

Edmund was a good hand at carpentering, and 
before the end of the week he had made a capital 
tray, with little square divisions in it of different sizes 
for the shells. Violet was delighted with it. 

The day came at last. Great was the glee and 
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excitement of the children on the journey, and great 
the fun of having a pic-nic dinner in the railway 
carriage. Violet was laid on one of the soft cushioned 
seats, with some pillows, which made it an easy bed 
for her, and Punny and Ferky had to sit on two 
carpet-bags on the floor of the carriage, and were 
constantly tumbling over, till at last papa was obliged 
to threaten to put them under the seat if they were 
so unruly. 

Violet had never travelled before, and she was 
greatly amused. 

' The country is running away !' she exclaimed, 
as the train went swiftly on. * Look ! look ! trees, 
hedges, fields, how fast they go !' 

Presently they came to a deep cutting, and the 
sky could no longer be seen from the windows. 
Violet's face grew paler. 

* Are we going into the heart of the earth ?' she 
asked, as the train entered the tunnel. 

* You goose, to be frightened !' exclaimed Punny. 
'I'm not a bit! I like tunnels!' and he began jumping 
about on his carpet-bag, and rolled over. 

' Out of the way, you naughty boy !' cried Jessie. 
' Mamma, he 's dragged my doll out of my lap, and 
put her in under the seat, and he'll squash her, I 
know he will !' 

* Punny, you horror! you're on my toes!* cried 
Mary. 
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* O Punny ! and Ferky ! Papa, they *re fighting !' 
cried Mildred. 

Punny was caught and imprisoned in the corner 
behind papa's seat, where he had to stay for a long 
time. As for Ferky, mamma took him upon her knee, 
as that was the only place where he was ever known 
to be quiet for more than five minutes together. 

And now they were out of the tunnel, and Violet 
had her first sight of the sea. 

' It is grand !' she cried, as she saw the white 
foaming waves dashing up against the rocks. ' Oh, 
Eddy ! I love it !' 

Seaview House, to which they were going, was 
very near the beach, facing the sea. It had green 
verandas running all round it, to keep out the sun, 
and a bright little garden in front, the beds of which 
were bordered with large shining white pebbles from 
the beach. 

The instant the children were out of the carriage, 
it w;as — 

' Papa ! mamma ! may we go on the sands ?* 

' Till tea-time,' was the answer, and off scampered 
the delighted ones, followed by nurse, full of fears for 
the safety of Punny and Ferky. 

Papa carried Violet in, Edmund coming after with 
her pillows. Very refreshing it was, after the long 
shaky journey, to lie on the sofa by the open window, 
and hear the murmur of the waves. 
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' Edmund dear, don't stay in for me. I know you 
want to be out scrambling with the rest,' said Violet, 
as Edmund seated himself on the end of the sofa. 
* Do go.' 

* No, my Bud, I am going to sit here now. I '11 go 
out by and bye when you *re in bed.' 

' I shall go to bed after tea, for I am very tired,' 
said Violet. ' How nice it is here 1 I never thought 
it was so nice ! What a lot of little children there are 
on the sands ! It will be such fun watching them 
play ! I shall make stories to myself about them, as I 
lie on the beach. I see two that I like very much 
already ; they 're coming this way — going in to their 
tea, I suppose. Is that a lady or a nurse with them, 
I wonder } I think it 's a lady, because she looks 
nice. Haven't they got dear little faces, Eddy ! Do 
look ! And their spades and buckets too, and great 
flappy hats. I shall call them *'the two little 
Flappys." They are my first children in this new 
place.' 

Violet had a way of calling all things she took a 
fancy to, her 'children.' In the garden, at home, 
where she spent so many hours, some of her favourite 
flowers were her 'children.' Her canary, the tame 
rabbits, and her pets among the chickens, were her 
' children.' So were some caterpillars which she kept 
in a bottle, to see them change into chrysalises. So 
were two or three of the little children at the village 
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school, who sometimes came up to the house with 
a bunch of the first primroses or blue-bells for ' the 
dear little sick lady/ 

Violet had almost as much to say to nurse, when she 
was being put to bed, as the others, who came in wild 
with excitement, and with handfuls of treasures from 
the sands. The last thing she said to Edmund when 
he kissed her, after she was in bed, was — 

'I hope I shall see my two little Flappys to- 
morrow !' 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE TWO LITTLE FLAPPYS. 

HpRE they are I I see them !' cried 
Violet excitedly, as Edmund drew up 
her donkey-chair under the shade of a 
high rock, where she could have a good 
view of the sands. 
'Who, darling?' asked her mamma. 
* My little Flappys, mamma !' 
'Who are your little Flappys ?* asked mamma. 
'Those two little girls down by the water, with 
large flapping hats. Mamma, I chose them for my 
own last night. I like their faces so.* 

' I see,' said mamma ; and she took out her work, 
and seated herself on the rock by Violet. 

' I am going to hunt for sea treasures. Bud,' said 
Edmund, who had already been to the shop to buy 
her a little green bucket and a sand-basket 

He began clambering about the rocks, and presently 
cried, ' Oh, here is a splendid anemone. I am sure it's 
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what they call a " Crass," such a thick horned creature, 
in this pool ! O Bud ! such a beauty I with rose- 
coloured eyes!' 

* How can you get it ?' asked Violet eagerly. ' I 
want to see it so !' 

' I must try and take it up with the stone it is 
sticking on,' said Edmund ; ' I was reading about 
these sea-flowers in the book I told you I had, called 
" Common Objects of the Sea-shore," and it says that 
if the anemone is hurt in being taken up, it will not 
live/ 

' Oh do be careful I' cried Violet 

'An ivory paper-knife is a good thing,' said her 
mamma, ' if you cannot get away the piece of rock. 
There is one on the table indoors.* 

Edmund ran in to fetch it, and soon succeeded in 
taking up the * Crass,' which he placed gently on 
some pebbles in Violet's bucket. 

' Now I must get a bit of live sea-weed, growing on 
a stone, and some sea-water, or it will die. The live 
sea-weed makes fresh air for it in the water — isn't that 
funny? I learnt all about the creatures while you 
were asleep, Bud, last night* 

' But I don't think this is so very beautiful,* said 
Violet, in rather a disappointed tone, as she gazed at 
the greenish flabby lump, something like a ripe fig, 
which lay at the bottom of her bucket. 

' That is because it is all closed up,' said Edmund. 
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' They always do that when they are taken off the 
rock. It will open out again presently like a beauti- 
ful flower ; and this one has a regular face in the 
middle — nose, mouth, and two red eyes.' 

'How funny!' said Violet, 'This shall be another 
of my children, mamma, and I shall call her Rose. — 
Look, mamma! my two little Flappys are coming 
this way with their mamma, or aunt, or governess, I 
wonder which, now ! I think I shall say that she is 
their aunt. They are looking at me. I daresay they 
wonder why I am lying on this little carriage. There 
they come, nearer and nearer. I like the face of that 
little one, with the long pale hair. Look, mamma, 
the aunt is sitting down under that rock near us. She 
is saying, " My dears, go and play while I read, and 
don't disturb me," I am sure that is what she says, 
for they are going a little way from her. Oh, they 
are coming this way! how nice! now I shall hear 
what they call each other.' 

Violet lay watching her little Flappys intently. 
The little Flappys looked wistfully at her, and drew 
nearer and nearer. The face of the smallest little 
Flappy looked full of pity. Presently the elder one 
said to her, in a low voice — 

'May, dear, we mustn't stare so. It's not kind.* 

'You leave off first, and then I will,' was the 
answer, 'for you're the eldest.' 

' Therefore I ought to have the longest look,' said 
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the other little Flappy, laughing. ' Let us come and 
climb on that rock, and perhaps we shall hear what the 
poor sick little girl's name is. I should like to know.' 

' I wonder what is the matter with her !' said May. 
* I wish I could give her all my shells.' 

Violet lost sight of her little Flappys behind the 
rock. By and by she was startled by hearing one of 
them cry out, close to her — 

' O Gerty ! I've found a hermit-crab !' 

'Have you?' cried Gerty. *0h May dear, how 
nice ! Let us run and show it to Aunt Emmie !' 

' It is an aunt !' whispered Violet to her mamma, in 
delight. 'And their names are Gerty and May. 
How nice! What pretty names! I wish I could 
see a hermit-crab !' she added out loud. 

Gerty and May heard these last words as they 
were getting down off the rock. They looked at one 
another — ^ 

* Shall we Y whispered May. 

' Let us ask Aunt Emmie first,' answered Gerty. 

' They are gone to show their hermit-crab to their 
aunt,' said Violet. ' How kindly she looks at them ! 
Now she nods her head. She is saying, ''Yes, my 
dears, very pretty." Now they are coming back this 
way — to find another hermit-crab, I suppose. Oh, 
look, mamma, I think they are coming to speak to 
me. They look so shy ! My dear little Flappys !' 

Gerty and May drew near, rather slowly and shyly, 
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looking up at Violet with a smile, and holding out 
the bucket towards her. 

Violet smiled at them again. 

'Would you like to see our hermit-crab.^' asked 
Gerty kindly. 

' Yes, very much, thank you !* said Violet. Gerty 
held it up to her, and May stood by and took hold 
of one of Violet's little thin white hands, and stroked 
it tenderly. She felt so sorry for the poor little girl 
who could not run about on the sands. She and 
Gerty had settled between them as they came back 
that they would offer her their treasure. 

Violet was very much amused at the fierce antics 
of the little soldier-crab, as he darted his claws out of 
the big whelk-shell in which he had taken up his 
abode, and seemed to look about angrily for some foe. 

'Would you like to keep him V asked May, when 
the little girls had laughed together, and begun to 
feel rather less shy. 

' O thank you !' said Violet. *How kind you are ! 
It will amuse me so to watch him !' 

'Are you always ill ?' whispered May to her. 

' Yes,' said Violet. 

'How sad for you!' said May. 'Would you like 
to see my best shells ? I keep them in a drawer at 
home. I will bring them to show you if you like.' 

'I should like very much. Where do you live.^' 
asked Violet. 
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'At "The Cottage/' that little house near the 
church, do you see, up there on the hill V said 
Gerty. * We live with Aunt Emmie/ 

'That's Aunt Emmie by the rock,' said May, 
pointing. 

'She's beckoning to us to come,' said Gerty. 
' Goodbye.' 

' Goodbye,' said Violet. 'Will you come and speak 
to me another day ?' 

'If we may,' and Gerty and May ran to their 
aunt, and went away with her. 

Edmund now came back, surrounded by the tribe 
of children, all laden with shells, sea-weeds, sea-eggs, 
and little crabs and shrimps, with which last Punny" 
and Ferky tormented their sisters, making them 
crawl and jump about them, and very naughtily enjoy- 
ing their little shrieks and screams. Baby Bud was 
the only one who was free from these teasing ways. 
Punny and Ferky, dearly as they loved mischief, 
never thought of plaguing her^ and would have been 
very angry with any one who dared to do so. Now 
the children crowded round Violet, offering her the 
best of their newly-found treasures. 

'Choose what you like. Baby Bud dear, from 
mine !' 

' And mine 1' 

'And mine!* 

' Baby Bud, you must have this lovely pair !' 
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' And this fan, Baby Bud !' 

* And these dear little dinky shells ! I picked them 
up on purpose for you !' 

Jessie was the only one whose voice was not heard. 

How was that ? Her bucket was full of treasures. 
I am afraid she was selfish, poor little girl. She 
could not make up her mind to part with them. 
They did not seem to give her pleasure, however. 
She grumbled all the way home, because it was so 
hot, and' because her boot pinched her, and because 
she couldn't stay out longer, and because Ferky put 
a crab on her neck, and because Punny laughed at 
her for being cross. She certainly was the least 
happy of them all ; and that is generally the reward 
of selfishness. 

' Baby Bud, what do you think ! mamma has found 
out that she knows the aunt of your two little 
Flappys ! She saw her name on the list in the 
paper at the library. "Miss Tudor, The Cottage," 
and she is sure it is the same she was at school with, 
because hername is Emily — "Aunt Emmie," you know. 
And she is going to see her this afternoon, so we 
shall know the little Flappys, and be able to play 
with them !' 

Alice stopped, quite out of breath with her news. 

*How nice!' said Violet. *Do you know. Ally, I 
took them for my children the very day we came 
here } I like them so much !* 
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* Mamma says she will take you in the carriage, if 
you like, Baby Bud,' said Alice, who had given up the 
pleasure of a drive, which had been offered her, in 
order that Baby Bud might go ; for as she would 
have to lie upon the seat, there would be no room 
for any one else on it. 

'/wanted to go!' exclaimed Jessie, who was wash- 
ing her shells at the table. ' It *s my turn ! mamma 
said I should go with her next time !' 

Alice went up to Jessie, and whispered to her — 
' Mamma said Violet could go if you and I gave 
up, and I was sure you would.* 

* I can't,* said Jessie ; ' it 's not fair !' 

Violet heard, and though she would have liked 
extremely to see where Gerty and May lived, she 
made up her mind at once that she would not go, but 
would let Jessie and Alice have the pleasure. 

'Jessie dear,' she said, *I am going on the beach 
with Edniund this afternoon, and you and Alice can 
go in the carriage with mamma. I should like you 
to go and see^the little Flappys.' 

' It IS my turn,' said Jessie ungraciously. 

' I know,' said Violet. ' I should not be happy to 
take it from you, so run and get ready, dear, and I '11 
wipe your shells for you, if you '11 put them by me.' 

I cannot help thinking that Jessie must have felt 
rather ashamed. She gave Violet a kiss as she put the 
basin and towel on the table by her sofa, and said— 
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' How kind you are !' and then ran away to dress. 

*Not ready, Baby Bud! how is that?* asked 
Edmund, as the carriage stood at the door, and he 
came in to carry her to it. 

If Violet had been like some little children, she 
would have answered — 

'Because Jessie is so cross and selfish, and she 
wants to go herself instead of me.' But Baby Bud 
only said — 

' I want you to take me on the sands, Eddy dear. 
Will you?' 

'Would you rather?' asked Edmund, 

' Yes, to-day,' said Violet. 

* I '11 go and see after your chariot at once, then,' 
said Edmund. He ran off, and presently returned 
with the donkey-carriage, and they went down to the 
sands together. 

Violet was no sooner placed in her favourite comer 
under the rock, than she saw the little Flappys 
coming towards her. This time they did not come 
shyly; they ran. May swinging a little bag to and 
fro, and Gerty carrying a beautiful wax doll. Their 
nurse Lettice was behind ; she seated herself under 
the rock a little way off, and took out her work. 

'Here are your Flappers, as you call them,' said 
Edmund. 'I shall go and see if I can find some 
more anemones for your bowl. Baby Bud.' 

' Do try and get me a white one,' said Violet. 
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* All right/ answered Edmund. 

May had picked out all the prettiest and rarest of 
her shells, and put them in her bag, to offer to the 
'poor little sick child/ whose pale face moved her 
heart. 

' Auntie said I might give them to you/ she whis- 
pered, as she poured them out into Violet's lap.' 

' This is a whelk, and this is a razor shell, and this 
is a cowrie, and these are periwinkles/ said Gerty, who 
was a little proud of knowing all the names. ' And 
these dinky ones we call the little babies, and the 
cockles are the nurses, who have to carry them.' May 
went on, * And we make stories about naughty little 
boys and girls and little fairies, with them.' 

'Do you.^* said Violet. 'That is just what I do! 
I make stories about my anemones too. It is so 
funny how they open and shut, and swell themselves 
out. When they puff out their skins I say they are 
in a bad temper.' 

May laughed. *How many have you?' asked 
Gerty. 

' Seven/ said Violet. ' They have all got names.* 

' Tell us their names/ said May. 

' Well, first, Sunny, because he has rays and a sort 
of face, as you see the sun drawn in pictures ; and 
Pouter, because he swells out his skin so often — he 's 
the naughtiest of them all. Buffy is another — she 's 
a dear little gentle one, all buff colour, and her horns 
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are like feathers. Then there 's Mossy, because she 's 
gfreen ; and Bogie, big and greedy ; and Rose, she 
has rose-coloured tips ; and then there 's Squirt — he *s 
a very lively one. We called him Squirt because 
when he was taken off the rock he actually squirted 
water up out of his horns into Eddy's face !' 

Gerty and May laughed very much at this. 

' Is Eddy your brother V asked Gerty. 

* Yes, and Punny and Ferky too,' said Violet. 

'We have a little brother,' said May, 'but weVe 
never seen him.' 

' Never seen him !' exclaimed Violet. * Why V 

' Because he 's in India,' said Gerty ; * and our papa 
and mamma are there too.' 

'What is his name V asked Violet. 

' Totty,' said May. ' He 's such a dear.' 

'We've got a picture of him on a rocking-horse, 
which papa sent us. And we have a little sister there 
too^ Some day they '11 come home to us.' 

' O dear ! I wish that day would come !' said Gerty. 

' Well,' said Violet gaily, ' you see we're equal. I 've 
got a papa and mamma to live with me, but I 'm 
always ill ; and you 're well and strong, but you 've no 
papa and mamma to live with you.' 

' I don't think we are equal,' said Gerty thought- 
fully. ' We 're very happy with Aunt Emmie ; now 
you can't be happy to be always ill.' 

' Yes I can,' said Violet. * Sometimes I feel very sorry 
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that I can't run about, just for a little ; but that is 
only when I forget.' 

'Forget what?' asked May. 

' That God wishes me to be as I am,' replied Violet, 
' or else it wouldn't be. Mamma says so.' 

The little girls were silent, and looked grave, 

'Yes,' said May. 'Aunt Emmie says that when 
we are ill, it is because God loves us. When I had 
the scarlatina she said it,' said May. ' I used to get 
so tired, I could do nothing but cry. And then auntie 
used to come and cuddle me up in her lap, and tell 
me nice little comforty stories.' 

'Nothing is such a comfort as a story, I think!' 
said Violet. 




CHAPTER XL 




THE DESERT ISLAND. 

HERE are Master Punny and Master 
Ferky ?' asked nurse, putting her head 
in at the door, just before the children's 
dinner-time. 
'I thought they came in a little while ago,' 
said Mrs. Douglas. 
' I heard them up-stairs, I am sure,' said Violet. 
* And they seemed to be making a great rummage 
about a quarter of an hour ago.' 

* I 've been looking high and low for them, ma'am,' 
said nurse ; ' and they are nowhere to be found. 
They are at some of their tricks again.' 

* They ought not to play you such tricks as these,* 
said Mrs. Douglas. * I really must speak to them 
severely.' 

' I shall be very glad if you will, indeed, ma'am,' 
said nurse ; ' for they have led me such a life with 
their freaks since we came here : what with tumbling 
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into the sea, and swarming up the rocks in places 
where there is hardly room for a crow to perch — ^they 
do terrify me out of my very senses ; and the last 
new boots Master Ferky had are quite ruined, ma'am/ 

' Very well, nurse, send them to me when you find 
them,' said the mamma. 

The one o'clock dinner-bell rang, and all the chil- 
dren assembled except Punny and Ferky. 

' Where can they be ?' was whispered round the 
table. 

Mamma looked grave and displeased. 

' Do any of you know where they are ?' she asked. 

Alice coloured up. * I don't exactly know, but I 
think — ' she said, and stopped. 

' What do you think ?' asked mamma. 

' I think they are on a desert island, mamma,' said 
Alice. ' Please don't be angry with them !' 

Mamma did not look angry ; she was smiling. So 
Alice went on — 

* They were planning to be Robinson Crusoe and 
his man Friday,' said she. ' And they came in arid 
got a carpet-bag, and went away among the rocks ; 
but they didn't mean to be naughty, I 'm sure, for 
they were so happy about it, and they don't know 
that it 's dinner-time very likely.' 

' They will soon find that out,' said Edmund, ' if 
they are as hungry as I am. Doesn't this air just give 
le an appetite !' 
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'I think, Edmund/ said Mrs. Douglas, 'that you 
had better go down to the beach as soon as you have 
finished, and see if you can find the boys. It is very 
thoughtless of them.^ 

' I *11 go now, mother dear, if you like,' said Edmund, 
laying down his knife and fork. 

* O no, don't hurry. They can very well wait for 
their dinner.' 

' Cook,' said Sarah, going into the kitchen about 
this time, * have you had the loaf out of nurse's 
cupboard V 

*Not I, indeed,' answered the cook, who was 
bustling about, getting her puddings ready to go 
up. 'I never goes near your cupboard, so don't 
cdtne bothering of me when I 'm so busy.' 

* The loaf's gone, then, and so is our cheese,' said 
Sarah. ' And nurse is in a pretty way about it 1' 

* It 's those boys, depend upon it,* said cook. ' / 
never saw such vaischeeviotis monkeys in all my days. 
What do you think they went and did this morning } 
Put one of these horrid sea-spiders all alive into one 
of my vegetable dishes, and when I come to lift the 
cover off in a hurry, you know, to put my potatoes 
in, if the great ugly creature didn't give a flink, and 
nearly frighten the life out of me ! There ! it did !' 

And with that cook carried off her puddings. 
Nurse meanwhile had been making fresh disco- 
veries in her cupboard ; her salt-cellar was upset, 
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and Ferky's white china mug, and a knife and plate, 
were missing from it On going into the next 
room she saw that it was in great disorder — drawers 
and closets open, boots and clothes on the floor, 
and playthings scattered about. What could it all 
mean ? She had not heard about the desert island, 
or perhaps she might have guessed, what was really 
the case, that Funny and Ferky had been packing 
up to go there I 

'Are the young gentlemen in the dining-room?' 
she asked of Sarah, who was helping to wait. 

' No,' was the answer. ' Master Edmund is now 
going down to the beach to seek for them. Your 
dinner *s coming up, nurse, directly.' 

' I can't think about dinner till I know where tllfey 
are,' said nurse. * I 've only just come up from the 
sands, and I don't see them anywhere there.' 
, ' Miss Alice said as they were on a dessert high-landl 
replied Sarah. ' Ferhaps she meant up a-top of the 
cliffs — very dangerous if they are.* 

'How Ignorant of you, Sarah, to talk like that!* 
answered nurse. ' A high-land^ child, means a piece 
of land in the middle of the water, rising high out of 
it like—' 

* Oh, I see,' answered Sarah. ' How hot and tired 
you look ! Do have your dinner first, before you go.' 

' No, no,' said nurse, ' I can't rest,* and off she set 
o the beach again, to hunt for the little good-for- 
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nothings, who meanwhile were enjoying themselves 
mightily on a rock that stood out a little way in the 
sea, as nurse had described, and to which they had 
waded with their knickerbockers tucked up. It 
did not occur to them that this rock was never to 
be seen when the tide was in, and that before long 
it would be covered by the waves. They were so 
full of their new idea about Robinson Crusoe that 
all else was forgotten. A small black carpet-bag, 
found by Ferky in the nursery closet, came just 
handy, as he said, to pack ; and into it went the loaf, 
cheese, cup, plate, and knife, together with a box of 
matches, a brush and comb, and two little night-gowns, 
a game of Snap to pass the time, a hammer and some 
nails to build with, and a small blanket from one 
of the little beds. It would not hold any more, 
and Punny, who was the man Friday, and therefore 
had to carry it, found it as much as he could lug 
along. 

They had chosen the dinner hour as being the time 
best suited for them to make their escape, and as the 
tide was going out, there was just water enough to 
make it an adventure to wade over to the desert 
island. 

Desert it was truly, being only a bare rock with 
ledges. To the further side of this they scrambled, 
out of sight of any one on the beach, and sat, facing 
the sea, trying to imagine themselves shipwrecked. 



98 Our White Violet. 

'Yes, but — one can't cook crabs with matches/ 
said Friday. 

* It 's a bad job/ replied Robinson. ' I made 
sure we should be able to get sticks to cook our 
meat.' 

' On a sea-weedy rock V asked Friday. 

* Don't be stupid ! You know it's a desert island 1' 
returned Robinson. 

There was a pause, during which Crusoe and his 
man Friday looked out at the sea, and wished for 
their dinner. It began to rain. Large drops fell 
upon the desert island, an.d the little boys felt very 
wretched. 

* I don't think I care so much for this play after 
all/ said Punny at last. 

* Neither do I,' replied Ferky. ' I believe there 's 
going to be a thunderstorm.* 

Black threatening clouds had been gathering for 
some time over their heads, and now, as Ferky 
finished speaking, there came a flash of lightning, 
followed by a loud clap of thunder. 

The little boys sprang up, terrified, and fled from 
the rock, homewards. Happily for them, the tide had 
only just turned, or they would have found it no easy 
matter to get back to the beach ; as it was, they 
sprang into the water without a thought of boots, 
stockings, or knickerbockers, leaving the carpet-bag 
and its contents behind in their fright. Splash, 



The Deseri Island. 99 

splash, plunge, dash, headlong on they went, not even 
seeing Edmund before them, in their haste, until they 
tumbled up against him. 

' Here you are, are you ?' he exclaimed, sternly. 
' Where have you been ?' 

' On a desert island,' said Ferky. ' But, O Eddy, 
take us home safe, please ! We 're so frightened !' 

Flash after flash came, peal after peal of thunder, 
and the rain poured down in torrents, as they hurried 
homewards, a hand of each in Edmund's. Nothing 
more was said by either of the culprits, until they 
stood, dripping like waterspouts, before mamma and 
nurse. 

'We are very sorry!' they cried then. 'We will 
never play Robinson Crusoe again 1' 

Of course they were put to bed directly, and there 
we will leave them. That was generally the end of 
Funny's and Ferky's adventures, and is really the 
only safe place for little boys. 





CHAPTER XII. 

THE PICNIC. 

||HEN Violet went in-doors, Jessie and 
Alice came running to tier to tell her 
■M^ the joyful news that they were all going 
for a picnic with Miss Tudor, and Gerty 
and May, the next day. 
' She is mamma's friend, and she was so glad 
to see her ! and we are going in the steamer to 
Walden Island, and we are to have dinner and tea 
there. Won't it be delightful !' 
Baby Bud thought it would, indeed. 
' We didn't see the little Flappys, for they were 
out,' said Jessie, 'and I *m sorry for that They have 
rabbits and pigeons, and all kinds of things— a great 
dog, and a donkey. The aunt said we should see 
them all some day when Gerty and May were at 
home to show them to us.' 

' They were on the beach with me,* said Violet 'See 
; shells they gave me I Aren't they beauties!' 
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* Oh, what loves ! I haven't any like this, nor this !' 
said Jessie eagerly. 

' Take any you like, dear,' said Violet. 

On which Jessie picked out the best and prettiest 
of them all, and saying, ' Thank you, dear Baby Bud,' 
went away to put them with her own private store, 
which she kept in a drawer up-stairs. 

Alice stood by, looking quite angry. 'Bud,' she 
said, ' she 's taken all the best ones !' 

' I know,' replied Violet. 

' How can you be so quiet about it 1' 

' Because of something mamma told me on Sunday,' 
said Violet, hesitating. 

' What was that V asked Alice. 

' She said they were the words of the Lord Jesus ; 
"// is more blessed to give than to receive" said Violet. 
' I have been thinking about it ever since. I have so 
few ways in which I can give others pleasure. It 
seems to me that I only receive' 

* And of course you ought to,' said Alice. ' You 're 
the sick one. We ought all to give to you, darling.' 

' No,' said Violet. * Mamma said there was great 
danger of sick people thinking that, and growing 
selfish. I don't want to be selfish ! It 's so horrid to 
be selfish !' The tears stood in her eyes. 

' I am sure you are not, then, dear Bud,' said Alice, 
kissing her. ' But Jessie is.* 

' Never mind that,* said Violet. * She '11 feel differ- 
ently some day.* 
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Alice could not help thinking that if anything 
would teach Jessie to * feel differently/ it ought to be 
Baby Bud's unselfishness. 

The next morning was bright and pleasant, with a 
nice cool breeze — just the very day for a picnic. 
The children thought of nothing else from the time 
they got up, I believe. 

Sundry bags and baskets were packed early by 
nurse and cook, and stood ready in the passage. 

About eleven o'clock Aunt Emmie arrived with the 
litttle Flappys, and two other little girls, the daughters 
of the clergyman, whose names were Alice and Tiny. 
They were the favourite playfellows of Gerty and 
May. The children soon made friends with them, 
while Gerty and May posted themselves by Violet's 
sofa, and were introduced to her anemones. Aunt 
Emmie came to look at them too, and kissed Violet 
tenderly, and Violet thought she had never seen a 
sweeter face, or kinder eyes. 

* They are like dove's eyes,' she said afterwards to 
May. 

The walking party set off first, with papa, to go 
down to the steamer. Mamma and Violet, with 
Edmund, followed in the carriage. A little light 
moveable chair, which could unfold, and become a 
bed, had been made for Violet, and was very useful 
at such times as this. Edmund arranged it, with its 
cushions, on the deck of the steamer, and Baby Bud 
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lay comfortably on it, enjoying the new pleasure of 
being on the sea. 

In about twenty minutes they reached Walden 
Island, one side of which sloped down to the water, 
green and inviting, a kind of moorland, covered with 
bushes and bracken, and here and there turfy hollows, 
the largest of which was chosen for their dining- 
room. 

Nurse and Edmund dragged the hampers there, 
and began to unpack. The children all wanted to 
help, but mamma said she feared so many cooks 
would spoil the pie, and so she, and papa, and Aunt 
Emmie, with the tribe, set off to make a journey 
round the island, as Violet begged that no one would 
stay with her, for she should be quite amused with 
seeing the dinner laid out. Edmund declared that 
nurse could not get on without him, however, and 
stayed behind. When the others came back, hot 
and hungry, they found dinner all ready for them, 
and Edmund lying on the grass by Violet, telling her 
a story. 

' Oh, you should have come to the other side, 
Edmund,' cried Mildred ; ' there 's such a beautiful 
cliff there, just like a wall, and a dear little beach 
under it — ' 

' And a cave, a real cave !' cried Punny and Ferky 
together. ' It goes far into the rock !* 

'And there are gulls and puffins,' said Mary. 
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' Punny caught hold of a puffin, and it gave him 
such a bite !* 

' That was because Punny did not mind what he 
was told/ said papa. 

' I wish I could see the puffins and the cave!* said 
Violet. 

' You shall, my little Bud,' said her papa. ' I will 
carry you round there after dinner, for it will be nice 
and shady there by that time.' 

Gerty and May had found some pretty flowers on 
the cliff, which they brought to Violet 

The dinner was a very merry one. Gerty and May 
sat one on each side of Violet, and waited on her. 

Punny and Ferky, as usual, were like bits of 
quicksilver, now at this corner, now at that, upset- 
ting the salt-cellar into the sugar, and spilling their 
lemonade into their neighbours' plates. Edmund said 
he thought they ought to be corked up in two of 
the empty bottles. 

'Wouldn't we make the corks pop, that 's all !' said 
Punny. 

After dinner, Violet's chair was taken by Edmund 
to the other side of the island, papa carrying Bud 
round as he had promised. She enjoyed it very 
much, but was glad to be laid down at last in the 
cool, and to find Edmund waiting for her. He had 
chosen a nice shady corner just outside the cave for 
her chair, and she was greatly amused to see some 
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eyes peering out of the shawl she used for her feet. 
The shawl was rolled round the creature, and its face, 
peeping out, looked so funny ! 

* What is it, Eddy dear ?' she cried. 

* A puffin,' said Edmund. * Great, stupid bird, there 
it sat, staring at me, saying, " Come, take me," till I 
came and caught it 1 I took good care, though, to 
guard against being bitten, as Punny was, you see.' 

*I wonder how he likes being wrapped up in a 
shawl!' said Violet. *Poor Puffy!' and she stroked 
its head. 

* Take care, he '11 snap at you !' said Edmund, not a 
minute too soon, for Mr. Puffin had bitten a piece out 
of the shawl. * We had better let him go.' So Puffin 
took flight, seeming very glad to be undressed again. 

Meanwhile the rest of the party were scrambling 
about the island, keeping mamma in a fever of 
anxiety lest any of them should slip into the water or 
fall down the rocks. Papa said he must go and join 
them, to keep an eye on Punny and Ferky, who were 
sure to be in every kind of mischief. 

* Edmund, dear, do go and amuse yourself with the 
others,' said Violet, *I can't bear to keep you, I 
have a book.' 

^ No, dear Bud, it 's too hot. I would rather lie 
here ; I like the quiet' 

* So do I,' said Violet ; * it *s very peaceful.' Then 
they were both silent for a long time, looking out 
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upon the wide expanse of sea, bounded by the blue 

» 

sky, and listening to the gentle plash of the ripples 
on the beach. 

Presently Violet said, ' How quick the time does 
pass ! Every day brings us nearer and nearer to the 
End. It 's a very happy thing to be getting nearer 
and nearer to God !' 

* It is indeed, Bud,' said Edmund ; * if we are getting 
ready to live with Him.' 

'I hope I am,* said Violet; 'but I feel very im- 
patient sometimes, you know,' she added sorrowfully. 

Edmund thought that if this was all his little Bud 
had to grieve over, it was not much. She was so 
seldom impatient at all, and never cross with any one. 
He only wished he was as good. But he did not say 
so. He lay thinking, and digging a great hole in the 
shingle with his heels as he lay. 

At last Violet raised her head and looked round 
her. 

' How lovely it is here!' she said. *But where are 
all the little rocks gone V 

'What little rocks.?' asked Edmund, raising him- 
self lazily on his elbow. 

' Those little rocks at the side, where papa brought 
me round. Eddy ! what 's the matter V 

All the colour had gone out of Edmund's face. 

'I say !' he exclaimed, 'the tide's coming in like a 
race-horse!' 

He sprang up, and began looking all round the 
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little cove in which they were. The low rocks on 
each side were already covered, and the cliff rose 
straight and high * like a wall/ as Mildred had said, 
behind. The way by which they had come was all 
under water. 

'Oh, Eddy! Eddy! how dreadful!' cried Violet. 
'We shall be drowned !' and she began to cry. 

Edmund put his arms round her and kissed her. 
' Bud, darling, be brave!' His voice was trembling 
very much. * I will go and see if it is possible to 
wade over the rocks.' 

He ran first to one side, and then to the other to 
see, but the water was already too deep. He came 
back looking very grave, and knelt down by Violet. 

' Bud, dear, there is no way out,' he said. 

*0h, what sitall we do.^' cried Violet, clinging 
to him. ' What shall we do V 

* I will climb up as far as I can, and shout,' said 
Edmund. * Perhaps some of them will hear us.' 

He scrambled up to the top of the highest rock 
within reach, and called, and shouted, and screamed 
'Help! Help!' at the top of his voice, till he was 
quite hoarse. 

But no help came. 

* My darling Bud, there is only One who can help 
us,' he said, kneeling down by her again. 

'Oh, Eddy dear!' gasped Violet, *I feel so fright- 
ened ! If He only would help us !' and she hid her 
face on his shoulder. 
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*The sea is His, and He made it/ said Edmund. 
' He can save us from it, if it is His will. And if it is 
His will to take us now, isn't it a comfort to you that 
we should go together, my darling V 

* Yes,' said Violet. * But oh, Eddy dear, I do love 
you so ! I don't want you to be drowned !' 

'Let us pray,' said Edmund, 'that it will please 
God to send us help, and that if it does not please 
Him to do it we may be ready for His will.' 

Then Violet lay back on her pillows and put her 
hands together, and Edmund shut. his eyes and 
said — 

' O Thou who rulest the sea, look on us in our 
need, and save us, if it be Thy holy will ; and if it 
pleases Thee that we should die, take away our fears, 
and send Thy holy angels to carry us safely to Thee.' 

Then he gave Violet a long, long kiss, and she him, 
and her arms were round his neck a long while. 

When they looked up again the water had come 
much nearer. Violet shuddered. There was still the 
cave behind them. 

' I will carry you in there, dear Bud,' said Edmund, 
' up to the furthest end. It may be that the tide does 
not come all the way in there/ 

*Oh, do you think so !' asked Violet, with a ray of 
hope. 

'I cannot tell until I have examined the inside,' 
said Edmund. * I can soon find out' 

Then he lifted Violet gently, and laid her on the 
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little bit of beach, not more than a few feet, which 
still remained, and carried her chair into the cave, 
which had a large arched entrance, and was about 
the size of a small room. He placed the chair at the 
farther end, and as he did so saw too plainly by the 
wet sea-weeds on the rocky wall that the sea must 
fill the cave when the tide was in. 

For one minute he threw himself down in an agony, 
burying his face in Violet's pillows. It was hard to 
die so young ! and there were so many things — if he 
only had known, he would have done better. Bud, 
dear little, gentle, innocent Bud, was fit enough ; but 
he — was he fit } One more earnest cry he poured 
forth from the bottom of his soul, that all the wrong 
things he had ever done might be forgiven, and that 
the loving arms of his Crucified Saviour might be 
open to him — even him. 

He heard Baby Bud call, and sprang up. She 
was trembling violently. 

' The wave came over my feet,' she moaned. ' Oh, 
Eddy dear !* 

He caught her up in his arms, and carried her into 
the cave, laying her on her pillows again, and then 
taking off* her shoes and socks, tenderly wiped her feet 
with his pocket-handkerchief, and wrapped them 
warmly up in the soft shawl. 

' It doesn't matter much,' she said, trying to smile. 
* It's only the beginning. Do you remember what I 
said a little while ago, about every day bringing us 
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nearer and nearer to God ? Now it seems to me that 
every wave is bringing us nearer and nearer to God. 
I didn't think it would come so very quickly, though, 
Eddy!* and she clung again to him, as a great 
wave broke upon the entrance of the cave. It came 
rippling in a little way, then went back, returning again, 
not so far this time, and then again coming nearer ; 
creeping, creeping on, sometimes seeming to take pity, 
and go away altogether, and then to come on faster 
and nearer than ever. 

*The arms of Jesus will take you out of the water, 
darling,' said Edmund, * and you will lie on His breast, 
for ever happy, after these few hard moments are 
past Try and think of this, my own Bud, and don't 
cry so.' 

' Let me come on your lap, Eddy dear,' sobbed 
Violet, 'that I may not see the water, and I will 
not cry any more.' 

He sat up on the chair, so as to be out of reach of 
the waves as long as possible, and took Violet in his 
arms. She wound hers tightly round him, with her 
face hidden in his shoulder, and so they waited in 
silence. Violet's tears ceased, and she lay quite still 
with her eyes shut. Edmund could not close his ; he 
felt as if he must watch the water, as it crept steadily 
on, nearer and nearer. It was almost up to the 
chair now. 

Suddenly Violet started up. What was that ! 
Was it a shout } 
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* It is, it is !' she exclaimed. ' Oh Eddy dear, shout 
back again!' 

Edmund did shout back again, with all his might 
Again the call was repeated, and again Edmund 
answered, with fast beating heart. 

* It's a boat ! I saw the tip of it !' cried Violet ; and 
then in anguish, * Oh, Eddy, they're looking for us, I'm 
sure, and they can't see us ! They will go away again 1' 

•If you don't mind being wetted, Bud,' said 
Edmund, 'I'll carry you to the mouth of the cave. 
But the water must be pretty deep there ; which will 
you do, stay here or come with me V 

'With you, with you!' said Violet. 'Oh, do be 
quick !' 

The boat was now in sight, at some distance in 
front of the cave ; but those in the boat could not 
of course see Violet and Edmund at the back of 
the cave. 

' I see papa, and some strange people,' said Violet, 
as Edmund waded through the water carefully, hoist- 
ing her up as high as he could. ' They are looking 
all about here. Shout again, Eddy dear!' 

Again the shout was answered, and now Edmund 
had reached the entrance of the cave. The water 
was up above his waist, and he could scarcely stand 
against the violence of the waves as they dashed into 
the cave. Violet was in the water up to her knees. 

' They see us 1' she cried. ' They 're waving. Oh, 
how good God is I' 
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'It will be some minutes before they get to us,' 
said Edmund anxiously. *I must seat you up on 
my shoulder, Bud — there!' He leaned for support 
against the rock at the side of the entrance. 

The party in the boat were doing all they could to 
hasten to them. Higher and higher came the waves, 
nearly taking Edmund off his feet. Now the water 
was up to his neck, but still it must be some moments 
before the boat could possibly reach him. Edmund 
felt that another wave or two must carry him away. 
He looked up in despair. Just above his head, a 
little on one side, was a small ledge of rock sticking 
out. He made up his mind. 

' Now Bud, be brave, and do as I tell you. I am 
going to put you up there. There is just room for 
you to sit firm. Sit there till they come, and keep 
your eyes on the boat. Don't look down at the 
water, it will make you giddy. Promise me, quick !' 

'Yes, yes, I promise !' said Violet. 

He gave her one kiss, and stretching up, placed her 
safely on the ledge. 

'Now then! look at the boat!' cried Edmund. 
' God bless you, darling !' 

The next moment he lost his footing, and was 
carried away by the waves. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



SAVED. 




[lOLET sat on the ledge, her eyes fixed on 

the boat, as Edmund had bid her. She 

did not stir ; she was so afraid of falling. 

She never saw him disappear under the 

waves. 

Three minutes more — they seemed long 
minutes to her — and the boat bumped against the cliff, 
close under her. 

^ Eddy, they're come !' she cried, and then, looking 
round for the first time, saw no Edmund. She gave 
one scream, then her head swam, and she fell ; her 
father caught her in his arms. 

She knew nothing more until she opened her eyes 
in her own little bed at home, many hours after. 
' Eddy !' was the first word she murmured. 
Mamma was at her bedside in a moment. 
* What is it, darling V she asked. 
' Eddy 1' repeated Violet. 
8 
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Her mother's eyes were full of tears. * Not now, 
darling/ she said, kissing Violet fondly. ' The doctor 
says you must keep quite quiet* 

Baby Bud closed her eyes again. She did not 
sleep, however. She was thinking of Edmund, and 
trying to remember when she had last seen him, and 
where. 

She lay silent for some time, and at last said^ 
suddenly — 

* Mamma dear, I have forgotten everything !' 

' Have you, dear } Then don't trouble yourself 
It will all come back by and bye.* 

*I seem to do nothing but hear the sea,* said 
Violet. ' It bizzes in my ears, and bizzes, and I feel 
to be all floating about. 1 wish Eddy was here, that 
I might hold him tight ! Where is he V 

' You must be a good little girl, and not talk,' said 
her mamma. ' It is bad for you, darling. You 
are weak.' And she went back to her seat in the 
window. 

Then Violet lay still and quiet for a long time, 
thinking and thinking, and trying to puzzle out things 
she could not remember. And in the middle of this 
her eye fell on her mother, as she sat in the easy- 
chair in the window, and she thought she did not 
look as she generally looked, somehow. Her face 
was quite pale, and all round her eyes was red ; she 
looked sad, and she sat there doing nothing, which 



Saved. 115 

was not mamma's way at all, unless she was very 
tired. What was it ? Violet lay wondering, but did 
not speak, until her mamma got up, and gave her 
some medicine. 
As she stooped to kiss her afterwards, Violet said — 

* Mamma, darling, are you ill ?' 

* No, my sweet,' and the eyes filled with tears again. 

* Are you sad, dear mamma V 

*Yes, darling, but be quiet now.' And mamma 
went away, and nurse came to stay in the room. 

Violet wanted to speak to nurse, but nurse put her 
finger on her lips, and drew down the blind. But 
before she did it, Violet saw that nurse had been 
crying too. 

The day seemed very long to her. She lay trying 
to think of something that would not come. 

At last it came. All in a moment she remembered 
about the cave, and the sea, and Edmund. 

She started up with a scream — 

' Eddy ! where is he } Eddy ! Eddy ! ' 

* Hush ! hush ! my lamb !' said nurse, coming up 
to the bed, and trying to soothe Violet. * My dear 
lamb! don't ye, now, don't!' And she burst into 
tears that she could not keep back. 

*Tell me, dear nursie, do, and I will be good. 
Where is my Eddy ?' 

* Safe in the arms of the LORD jESUS,* said nurse, 
* for ever and ever. Happy, oh, so happy 1' 
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She broke down, sobbing. 

' Oh nursie ! my Eddy ! my own Eddy ! Let me 
die, and go to him !' 

Violet was very ill after this. For some weeks 
she hung between life and death. All her cry was — 

* Eddy ! Eddy ! my own Eddy !* 

She got better slowly. Life seemed to her very 
sad without Eddy, who had been so much to her in 
every way. No one could brighten her up. She 
thought she never could be quite happy again, until 
the day came for her to die and go to him. 

The day when she was, for the first time, carried 
out again into the garden, she lay sad and silent on 
the sofa. Nurse carried her there, for papa was in 
town, and mamma was ill in bed. The fatigue of 
nursing Violet, and sorrow for the loss of her dear 
boy, had broken her down at last 

' Cheer up, my darling,' said nurse, as she laid 
Violet down and put the shawl over her feet. 
'There's Miss Alice going to read you a pretty 
story, like an angel as she is. She's coming out 
directly. Cheer up now, and do ye let your old 
nursie see a smile once more !' 

The. tears filled Violet's eyes. 

* I can't help it, nursie,* she said wearily. 

* For your dear mamma's sake you should try, 
my pet,' said nurse. 'Think of her sorrow, it is 
greater than yours. And how sweet and patient she 
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is. Try to be a comfort to her. He would have 
wished it. He was so unselfish always, the dear!' 

* I know, nursie, I know,' said Violet. ' I will try.' 

' That 's my own Miss Bud,' said nurse. And she 
kissed the little pale wistful face, paler and more 
wistful than ever now. 

Violet was left alone thinking. Had she been 
selfish in her grief for Edmund ? It seemed hard to 
call it that It was natural she should feel his loss 
very, very much. It made such a difference in her 
life. It was almost too bitter to think of sometimes. 
But was it bitter only to her } Was it not as great 
a sorrow, and greater, to her poor mamma and papa } 
She had been thinking only of herself. She had 
fancied that all the trouble was hers. And so, 
wrapped up in her own sorrow, she was growing 
selfish ; yt,%y selfish ; that very thing which she hated, 
which was so unlike her dear Eddy. She made up 
her mind that she would try to be more cheerful, 
and to be a comfort to her dear mamma, whose 
sadness was made more sad by the sight of Violet's 
grief — she would begin to-day. It was what Eddy 
would have wished. 

' Dear, dear Eddy !' she murmured, half aloud. 
* You were such a precious — ! Why does not Alice 
come ? She is a long time finding a story-book.* 
As Violet thought this, she heard a step flying 
along the gravel path, and in another minute Alice, 
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pale and breathless, had seized both of Violet's 
hands. 

'Bud! dear Bud!' she exclaimed, and then burst 
out crying. 

'What is the matter.?' asked Violet. 

' Oh, Bud, I 'm afraid you can't bear it 1 It 's too 
joyful!* sobbed Alice. 

>'And you crying! What do you mean?' cried 
Violet. 'Tell me, tell me!' 

' Eddy !' was all Alice could gasp out. ' He 's alive, 
and — ' 

' Here,' said a loving voice, which Violet knew only 
too well ; and in another minute she had fainted in 
Eddy's arms. 

It was Eddy indeed. But how, and from where ? 

These were the questions which Baby Bud asked 
that evening as she lay with her tiny hand fast locked 
in Eddy's, looking like a Rose Bud now, instead of a 
' White Violet' Her face was beaming with happi- 
ness, as were all the bright faces round her. Mamma 
had become suddenly quite well — 'with joy,' said 
Violet, and was down with them again. 

' Well, it was very wonderful,' Eddy said. He had 
floated out to sea, and had been picked up insen- 
sible, by a small boat belonging to a merchant ship 
on her way to America. The captain had been very 
kind to him, but could not turn out of his course to 
put him on shore, as he had already been detained 



Saved. 119 

long over his time. He promised to send Edmund 
home by another ship as aoon as he reached New York. 
Edmund was very ill, however, and had a fever, which 
kept him in New York for two or three weeks. He 
had been insensible many days, and not able to 
write ; and the first day he was able to leave his bed 
he had embarked on board a ship for England, the 
good captain paying all his expenses. 

And here he was again, at home among his dear 
ones. What words can tell their happiness! How 
papa and mamma sat looking at their Edmund ! 
How the children crowded round him, eager to caress, 
and even touch him I And how Baby Bud clung to 
him ! How very happy she was ! 

' Bud, darling,* whispered Edmund, as he carried 
her up to bed, ' let us pray for each other that every 
day of our lives may bring us " nearer and nearer to 
God!"' 
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lost sight of,**-^Literaty Churchman, 

Nursery Times; 

Or, Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old Nurse. Illustrated by 
J. Lawson. Price 3«. 6d. cloth; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Animals and Birds; 

Sketches from Nature by Harrison Weir, for the use of the Young 
Artist. Royal 4ta, publishing in parts, price Is. each. 

%* Parts L and IL now ready. 



BY THE HON. MISS BETHELL. 

Helen in Switzerland. 

By tbe Hon. Auodsta Bbthbll. With Illustrations by E. Whtmfer. 

Super-royal 16mo, price d«. 6d, cloth extra; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** A pleasant rariety of local legend and history, mingled with the incidents of travel." 
'-The Sfiectator, 

Echoes of an Old Bell ; 

And other Tales of Fairy Lore, by the Honble. Auoubta Bethell. 
Illustrations by F. W. Eetl. Super royal l6mo., price 3^. 6d. cloth, 
4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Litetxny 



" A delightflil book of well-ooncelTed and elegantly-written fairy tales. 
Churchman. 

The Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy 

CBUSOE. By Charles H. Boss. With Twenty-three Coloured 
niustrations. Imperial Svo, price 2s, 

Infant Amusements ; 

Or, How to Make a Nursery Happy. With Hints to Parents and 

Nurses on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. By W. H. G. 

KiSQBToy, Post Svo, price 3s. 6</. cloth. 

" We large parents most strongly to obtain this book forthwith ; we know of no book 
that can compare with it in practical yalue. Each chapter ii worth the price of the 
book."— Our Firetide. 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Taking Tales for Cottage Homes ; 

in Plain Lanj^uage and Large Type. In Twelve Parts, each 
containing Sixty-four pages, and severHl Enjiravings. 4d. each. 
Complete m Four Volumes, cloth. Is. 6(/.,or 2 vols, extra cloth, Qs. Gd 
each. 

" The terse Saxon terms employed are level to the capacity of the hmnhlcst.'*— Bagged 
School Magazine. 
" Written in a clear and sensible Hl^lt."— Guardian. 

Featherland ; 

Or, How the Birds lived at Greenlawn. By G. W. Fenn. With 

Illustrations by F. W. Kbtl. Super-royal 16mo,, price 2«. 6</., cloth, 

3*. 6(/., coloured, gilt edges, 

" A delightful book for children. There is no story, but the happiest perception of 
childish enjoyment is contained in fanciful sketches of bird-life."~£xamtner. 

The Australian Babes in the Wood; 

A True Story told in Rhyme for the Young. Wilh Illustrations 
by Hugh Cameron, A.R.S.z\.; J. McWhirtie; Geo. Hay; J. 
Lawson, &c. Imperial 16mo. Is. %d. Boards. 2s. Cloth, gilt edges. 

Trottie's Story Book; 

True Tales in Short Words and Largo Tyjie. Eight Illustrations bj 
Weir. Price 2«. 6rf., cloth, 3«. 6d., coloured, gilt edges. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. 

with Twelve Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Third edition. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth, 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Work in the Colonies ; 

Some Account of the Missionary operations of the Church of England 
in connexion with the S«>ciety for the Propagation of the Gospel in 
Foreign Parts. With Map and Sixteen Illustrations. Hoyal l6mo. 
price 5s,, cloth. 

Early Days of English Princes ; 

By Mrs. Russell Gray. Illustrations by John Franklin. New 
and Enlarged Eilition. Super-royal IGmo., price 3s, 6^., cloth, 4s. Gd., 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Pictures of Girl Life. 

By Catharine Augusta Howell. Frontispiece bj F. Eltze. 
Fcap. 3vo., price 3s. cloth, 3s. Gd. gilt edges. 
** A really healthy and stimulating book for giv\a."-'Nonconfortnitt. 

Pages of Child Life; 

By Catharine Augusta Howell, With Three Illustrations. Fcap. 
8vo , price 3s. 6d, cloth. 
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The Four Seasons. 

A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, being Four Lectures 

written for the Working Men's Institute, Paris. With Illustrations. 

Imperial 16mo. Price, 3s Qd, cloth. 

" Distinguished by extreme clearness, and teeming with information of a useful and 
popular character."— Guardtan. 

Fun and Earnest ; 

Or, Rhymes with Reason, by D'Arct W. Thompson. Illus- 
trated by Charles H. Bennett. Imperial l6mo., price 3*. cloth, 
4*. 6rf. coloured. Cloth, Elegant gilt edges. 

" Only a clever man with the touch of a poet's feeling in him, can write good children's 
nonsense; such a man the author proves himself to he.**— Examiner, 

Nursery Nonsense; 

Or Rhymes without Reason^ by D'Arct W. Thompson, 'with sixty 
Illustrations, by C. H. Bennett. Second edition. Imperial 16mo., 
price 2s. 6d. cloth; or 4s. 6</. coloured, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

'* The funniest book we have seen for an age, and quite as harmless as hearty."— DatVjr 
Renew* 
" Whatever Mr. Bennett does, has some touch in it of a true genius."— £jra}ntn«r. 

Spectropia ; 

Or, Surprising Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts everywhere and of 
any Colour. By J. H. Brown. Fifth edition. Quarto. Coloured 
Plates. Price 2s. 6d. faney boards. 

*' One of the best scientific toy books we have seen." — Athetueum. 
"A clever book. The illusions are founded on true scientific principles."-»CA«mica/^euv. 

WORKS BY LADY LUSHINGTON. 

Almeria's Castle; 

Or, My Early Life in India and England. By Ladt Lushinoton, 

with Twelve Illustrations. Price 4«. 6</., cloth, 5«., gilt edges. 

** The Authoress has a very graphic pen, and brings before our eyes, with singular 
vividness, the localities and modes of life she aims to describe."— jLont/ow Review, 

Hacco the Dwarf; 

Or, The Tower on the Mountain ; and other Tales, by Lady Lush- 

ihgton. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwell. Super royal 16mo., price 

Zs, Cd. cloth, 4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** Enthusiasm is not our usual fashion, but the excellence of these stories is so greatly 
above the average of most clever tales for the play-room, that we are tempted to reward 
the author with admiration ""Athetueutn. 

The Happy Home ; 

Or the Children at the Red House, by Lady Lushinoton. Illustrated 

by G. J. Pinwell. Price 3s. 6d. cloth, 4«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A happy mixture of fact and fiction. Altogether it is one of the best books of the 
kind we nave met wUh,"— Guardian, 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



BY MRS. HENRY WOOD. 

William AUair; 

Or, Banning awaj to Sea, bj Mrs. H. Wood, author of '* The Chan- 

nings," etc. Frontispiece bj F. Gubest. Second edition. Fcap. Svo., 

price 28, 6£f., cloth, 3s. gilt edges. 

** There is a fascination about Mrs. Wood's vritings, from which neither old nor yoong 
Can eflcape.''~.fi(e/r« Meuenger. 

WORKS BY MRS. DAVENPORT- 

The Holidays Abroad ; 

Or, Bight at Last. By Emma. Davekport. With Frontispiece by 
G. Hat. Fcap. 8to., price 2«. 6J. cloth extra; 3s. gilt edges. 
"Its tone is healthy and natoral."— Cftttre&maii. 

The Happy Holidays; 

Or, Brothers and Sisters at Home, bj Emma Davenport. Frontispiece 
by F. Gii<BBRT. Fcap. Svo., price 2«. 6(f. cloth, 3s. gilt edges. 

Our Birth Days; 

And how to improve them, by Mrs. K Davenport, Frontispiece by 
D. H. Friston. Fcap. 8yo,, price 2s. 6d. cloth, 3s. gilt edges. 
*' Most admirably snited as a gift to youig girlB,**—Britith MotherU Hagaxine, 

Fickle Flora, 

And her Sea Side Friends. By Emma Davenport. With Bias- 
trations by J. Absolon. Price 3s. 6d. cloth; 48. 6d. coloured, gilt edges 

Live Toys ; 

Or, Anecdotes of onr Foar-legged and other Pets. By Emma Daven- 
port. With Illastrations by Harrison Weir. Second Edition. 
Super Boyal 16mo. price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
* One of the best kind of books for yonthitd reading. "•G^rdtoM. 



DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO ROSSINI. 

Little by Little. 

A series of Graduated Le&sons in the Art of Beading Music Second 
Edition. Oblong 8vo., price 3s. 6d. cloth. 
** One of the best productions of the Idnd which hare yet appeared."— CA<sr2M Steggali, 
Mui. D., CmUtA. 

Memorable Battles in English History. 

Where Fought, why Fought, and their Besults. With Lives of the 
€k)mmanders. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Frontispiece by 
BoRBRT Dudley. Post 8yo. price 6«. extra cloth. 

*' Of the care and honesty of the author*! laboqxB, the book giyes abundant iMroof.**— 
Aihtnaswn. 
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The Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. 

Written and Illustrated by Tom Hood. Quarto, price 2a. 6d. 
coloured plates. 
« Full of fan and of good innocent humoor. Tlielllostrations are excellent."— 2^ Oritie, 

WORKS BY M. BETHAM EDWARDS- 

The Primrose Pilgrhnage. 

A Woodland Storj, by M. Betham Edwasds, illustrations by T. B. 

Macquoid. Price 2s, 6d. clotb, S«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the early days cf 
Maiy 'H.owitt.**—Noncoitformist. 
•• The Poems are full of Interest, and the Illustrations charming."— ^Ir^ Jowmo/. 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine. 

By M. Betham Edwabds. With Illustrations by F. W. Keyl. 
Price 38, 6d. cloth; As, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
*' FnJl of amusing incidents, good stories, and sprightly pictures.'* — The Dial. 

Holidays Among the Mountains ; 

Or, Scenes and Stories of Wales. By M. Betham Edwards. Illus- 
trated by F. J. Skill. Price d«. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6</« coloured, gilt edges. 



Nursery Fun ; 

Or, the Little Folks' Picture Book. The Illustrations by 0. H. 
Bennett. Quarto, price 2s. 6d. coloured plates. 
" Will be greeted with shouts of laughter in any nursery.*'— r/te CW^tc. 

Play-Room Stories; 

Or, How to make Peace. By Georoiana M. Craik. With Illus- 
trations by C. Green. Price 3s, 6d, cloth ; 4s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' This Book will come with * peace * upon its wings into many a crowded playroom.' 
—Art Journal, 

The Faithful Hound. 

A Story in Verse, founded on fact. By Lady Thomas. With Blus- 
trations by H. Weir. Imperial 16mo, price 28, Qd, cloth; Ss. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow; 

With other Tales for Wintry Nights and Rainy Days. Illustrated by 
H. Weir. Second Edition. 2». Gd. cloth; 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
•« The dedication of these pretty tales, prove by whom they are written ; they are inde- 
libly stamped with that natural and graceful method of amusing while instructing, which 
only persons of genius possess."— ^rc Journal, 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

WtlJi, llltutraiiOTis, Fcap. 8vo. price 5s. each doth. 

Luke Ashleigh ; 

Or, School Life in Holland. By Altred Elwes. 
*' The author's best book, by a writer whose popnlaritj with boys ia great." — JOkemttum, 

Guy Rivers ; 

Or, a Boy*g Struggles in the Great World. By A. Elwes. 

Ralph Seabrooke; 

Or, The AdTcntnres of a Young Artist in Piedmont and Tuscany. 
By A. Elwe9. 

Frank and Andrea ; 

Or Forest Life in the Island of Sardinia. By A. Elwes. 

Paul Blake ; 

Or, the Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Corsica and Monte 
Christo. By A. Elwes. 

Ocean and her Rulers ; 

A Narrative of the Nations who haye held dominion over the Sea; 
and comprising a brief History of Navigation. By Alfbed £i.wes. 

Lost in Cej'lon ; 

The Story of a Boy and Giri's Adventures in the Woods and Wilds 
of the Lion King of Kandy. By William Dalton. 

The White Elephant; 

Or the Hunters of Ava. By William Dalton. 

The War Tiger; 

Or, The Adventures and Wonderful Fortunes of the Young Sea-Chief 
and his Lad Chow. By W. Dalton. 
*' A tale of lively adventure vigorously told, and embodying znach curious information.** 
Jluttrated Aettt. 

Neptune's Heroes : or The Sea Kings of England; 

from Hawkins to Franklin. By W. H. Davenport Adams. 

*' We trust Old England may ever have writers as ready and able to interpret to her 
etiildren the noble lives of her greatest men." — Athenceum, 

Historical Tales of Lancastrian Times. 

By the Rev. H. P. Dunster, M.A. 

" Conveys a good deal of information about the manners and customs of England and 
Prance in the 15th Cerxivaj."— Gentlemen's Magazine. 

The Fairy Tales of Science. 

By J. C. B ROUGH. With 16 Illustrations by C. H. Bennett. New 
Edition, Revised throughout. 
« Science, perhaps, was never made more attractive ax^d easy of entrance Into the 
youthful vn.'.\iCiy— The Builder. 
•* Altojcether the volume is one of the most original, as well as one of the most nsefol, 
''8 of the season."— (7e7i//«na»'« Magazine, 
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WORKS BY THOMAS HOOD'S DAUGHTER. 

Wild Roses ; 

Or, Simple Stories of Country Life. By Fbakcis Fhbelino Bbodebip. 
Illustrated by Anelat. Post 8vo, 3«. Qd. cloth 4«. gilt edges. 
" Written with the grace and trathfalnets which the daughter of Tom Hood knows so 
well how to impart." — Art Journal. 

Mamma's Morning Gossips; 

Or, Little Bits for Little Birds. Containing Easy Lessons in Words 
of One Syllabic, and Stories to read. With Fifty Illustrations by 
Tom Hood. Foolscap Quarto, 8«., cloth, 4s. Qd. coloured, gilt edges. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices ; 

The words by Mrs. Broderip; set to music by Thomas Mubby, 
with 40 illustrations by Tom Hood. Fcap. 4to., price 58, cloth. 

Crosspatch, the Cricket, and the Counterpane ; 

A Patchwork of Story and Song. Illustrated by Tom Hood. 

Super royal 16mo. price 3«. 6d. cl., 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" Hans Andersen has a formidable rival in this gentle lady." — Art Journal, 

My Grandmother's Budget 

of Stories and Verses. Illustrated by Tom Hood. Price Ss. 6d. cloth; 
48, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
*' Some of the most charming little inventions that ever adorned the department of 
litentiiie,'*—JUu*trai€d Times, 

Tiny Tadpole; 

And other Tales. With niustrations by Tom Hood. Price Ss. 6d. 
cloth; 48. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
** A remarkable book, by the brotlior and sister of a family in which genius and fun are 
Inherited."— Saiufday Review. 

Funny Fables for Little Folks. 

Illustrated by Tom Hood. Price 2«. Qd, cl. ; Bs, 6d, col., gilt edges. 

BY CAPTAIN MARRYAT'S DAUGHTER. 

With Illustrations by various Artists. Super-royal 16mo, price 2a, 6d. 

each cloth elegant, Ss. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Children's Pic Nic, 

And what Came of it. 

What became of Tommy; 

By Emilia Mabbtat Nobbis. 

A Week by Themselves ; 

By Emilia Marbtat Nobbis. 
*' Our younger readers will be charmed with a story of some youthful Crusoes, written 
by the daughter of Captain IlLaxryaX." —Guardian, 

Harry at School ; 

By Emilia Mabbtat. 

Long Evenings; 

Or, stories for My Little Friends. Second Edition. 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



LANDELL'S INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSINC WORKS. 

The Boy's own Toy Maker. 

A Practical Elnstrated Guide to the Qsefhl employment of Leisure 
Hours. Bjr E. Landrlla. With Two Hondred Cats. SeTcnth Edi- 
tion. Boyal 16mo, price 2«. 6d^ cloth. 
** A new and Tahiable fwin <tf endlea maaaemenW—Nomea mfo r miK L 
** We lecommend it to all who haTe children to be inatmeted and anrand.**- 



The Girl's Own Toy Maker, 

And Book of Becreation. By E. and A. Laivbblls. Fourth Edition. 
With 200 Illustrations. Boyal 16mo. price 2s. 6d. cloth. 
** A perfiect magazine of information." — lUiutraied New* of the Wmid, 

Home Pastime ; 

Or, The Child's Own Toy Maker. With practical instructions. By 
R liAUDBLLg. New and Cheaper Edition, price 3«. 6d!. complete, with 
the Cards, and Descriptive Letterpress. 

%* By this noTel and ingenious ''Pastime," Twelve heantiful Models can 

be made by Children from the Cards* 

** Aa a delie^tftil exereiae of ingennitT, <uid a most lenrible mode of passing a winter's 
erening, we commend the Child's own Toj liaker.**— i^feMAroterf Newi. 
** Should be in erar house blessed with the presence of chUdren.**— 71l« fSsAf. 

The Illustrated Paper Model Maker; 

Containing Twelve Pictorial Subjects, with Descriptive Letter-press 
and Diagrams for the construction of the Models. By E. Lak dells'. 
Price 2«. in a neat Envelope. 

" A most excellent mode of edocatuig both eje and hand in the knowledge of form.**— 
BngHth Ckurdmum, 



Fairy Land ; 



THE LATE THOMAS HOOD. 



Or, Becreation for the Bising Generation, in Prose and Verse. By 
Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. Hood, Jan. Second 
Edition. Super-royal 16mo; price 3«. 6f/. cloth; 4«. 6</. coloured 
gilt edges. 

*' These tales are charming. Beftnre it goes into the KnTsery, we recommend all grown 
up people should study * Fairy Land.' **— Blackwood, 

The Headlong Career and Wofiil Ending of Preco- 
cious PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the late ThokabHood. 
With a Preface by his Daughter; and Illustrated by his Son. Fourth 
Edition. Post 4to, fancy boards, price 2«. 6</., coloured. 

'* The Illnstrations are intensely humoorons."— TA^ Critic* 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF " TRIUMPHS OF STEAM," ETC. 

Meadow Lea ; 

Or, the Gipsj Children; a Story foanded on fact. With Illostra- 
tions by John Gilbert. Fcap. 8yo. price 4«. 6d, cloth; 5«. gilt edges. 

The Triumphs of Steam; 

Or, Stories from the Lives of Watt, Arkwright, and Stephenson. With 

Illastrations by J. Gilbert. Dedicated by permission to Robert 

Stephenson, Esq., M.P. Second edition. Koyal l6mo, price 3«. 6d. 

cloth; 48. 6d,j coloured, gilt edged. 
*' A most delicious volume of examples."— ilr£ Journal, 

Our Eastern Empire ; 

Or, Stories from the History of British India. Second Edition, with 
Continuation to the Proclamation of Qaeen Victoria. With Poor 
niustrations. Royal 16mo. cloth 3s. 6d.; 4«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
** These stories are charming, and conyey a general rlew of the progress of our Empire In 
the East.- The tales are told with admirable clearness." — Athefuntm, 

Might not Right ; 

Or, Stories of the Discovery and Conquest of America. Illustrated 

by J. Gilbert. Royal 16mo. Sa. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
** WiUi the fortunes of Columbus, Cortes, and Pizarro, for the staple of these stories, the 
writer has succeeded In producing a Tery interesting Tcdnme.*' — lUtutrated News. 

Tuppy ; 

Or the Autobiography of a Donkey. Hlustrated by Weis. Price 
2«. Qd. cloth; 3«. 6^. coloured, gilt edges. 
" A very intelligent donkey, worthy of the di8tincw>n conferred upon him by the artist." 
—Art Joturnal. 

Rhymes and Pictures. 

By William Newman. 12 Illustrations. Price 6d. plain, Is, 
coloured. 2s. 6d. on linen, and bound in cloth. 

1. The History of a Quartern Loaf. 

2. The History of a Cup of Tea. 

3. The History of a Scuttle of Coals. 

4. The History of a Lump of Sugar. 

5. The History of a Bale of Cotton. 

6. The History of a Golden Sovereign. 

\* Nos. 1 to 3 and 4 to 6, may be had bound in Two Volumes. Cloth 
price 2s. each, plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

Hand Shadows, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. By Hexbt Bubsill. 1st & 2nd Series 
each containing Eighteen Original Designs. 4to.2«. each plain ; 28.6d. coL 
** Uncommonly cleyer— some wondorftil effects are produced."— JAe Freu. 

Old Nurse's Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. 

Illustrated by C. H. Bennett. With Ninety Engravings. Ne.v 
Edition. Fcap. 4to., price S«. 6(2. cloth, plain, or 6s. coloured. 



** The illustrations are all so replete with flin and imagination, that we scarcely know 
who will be most pleased with the oook, the good-natured grandfather w^o gives it, or the 
chubby grandchild who gets it, fbr a Christmas-Box.*'— ^oftf« and Querieg. 
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NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 



Home Amusements. 

A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums, Parlour 
Games, and Forfeits. By Feteb Pdzzlbwell, Esq., of Rebas HalL 
New Edition, with Frontispiece by Vbiz, 16mo, 2s, 6(L cloth. 

Clara Hope; 

Or, the Blade and the Ear. By AIiss Milneb. With Erootispiece 

by Birket Foster. Fcap. 8yo. price 3«. 6dL cloth; 4s. Gd, cloth elegant, 

gilt edges. 

"A beatttSftil narratiTe, showing bow bad habits maj b« eradicated, and evil tempers 
subdued."— JSnYuft Mother's Jowmal, 

BY W. H. C. KINGSTON, 

Our Soldiers; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Array daring the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With Frontispiece from a Painting in the Victoria Cross 
Gallery. Second Edition. Fcp. 8yo. price 3«. cloth; 3«. 6 J. gilt edges. 

Our Sailors; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant Deeds of the British 
• Navy during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. With Frontis- 
piece. Second Edition, Price 3«. cloth; 3«. &d. gilt edges. 
" Theae volnmes abundantly prove that both our officers and men in the Army and Navy, 
have been found as ready as ever to dare, and to do as was dared and done of yore." 



W. M. G. KINGSTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With Blastrations. Fcap. 8yo. price 5s. each, cloth. 

True Blue ; 

Or, the Life and Adventures of a Biitish Senman of the Old School. 

" Tliere it about all Mr. Kingston's talcs a spirit of hopefulness, honesty, and cheery 
good principle, which makes them most wholesome, as well as most interesting reading.'* — 
Era, 

<* With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author who will compare 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adventure."— i//zw/ra/«(j News, 

Will Weatherhelm ; 

Or^ the Yam of an Old Sailor about his Early Life and Adventures. 

Fred Markham in Russia; 

Or, the Boy Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 

Salt Water; 

Or ISeil D*Arcy's Sea Life and Adventures. 

Mark Seaworth; 

A Tale of the Indian Ocean. Second Edition. 

Peter the Whaler ; 

His early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Regions. Third Edition. 
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Distant Homes; 

Or, the Graham Family in New Zealand. By Mrs. I. E. Aylmer. 
With Illustrations. Price 38. Cd. cloth; 48. 6d: coloured, gilt edges. 

" English children will be delighted with . the history of the Graham Family, and be 
enabled to form pleasant and truthful conceptions ot the * Distant Homes' inhabited by 
their klnCirtd"-^Athenceum. 

The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 

ING and of the FAT FROG. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. Illustrated 
by H. Weir. 2«. 6d, cloth; d«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
"Iftost amusingly and wittily told."— Idoniing Herald* 

Historical Acting Charades ; 

Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings, by the author of "Cat and 
])og," etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo., price 3«, Qd. cloth gilt edges. 
''A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical value ""lUmtrated Newt, 

The Story of Jack and the Giants : 

With thirty-five Dlustrations by Richard Doyle. Beautifully printed. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to. price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3«.6</. 

coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges. 

*' In Doyle's drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure the book a 
place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imaginations of children." 
—Itbutratea Times. 



Granny's Wonderful Chair ; 



And its Tales of Fairy Times. By Frances Browne. Illustrations 
by Kenny Meadows. 3s. 6rf. cloth, 4s. 6i. coloured. 

"One of the happiest blendings of marvel and moral we have ever seen." — Literary 
Oaxetie. 

The Early Dawn ; 

Or, Stories to Think about Illustrated by H. Weir. Second 
Edition. Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Angelo ; 

Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldine E. Jewsbury, 
author of " The Adopted Child," etc. Illustrations by J. Adholon. 
Second Edition. Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. Gd. coloured, gilt edges. 
"As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's tlay.'*— Examiner, 



Tales of Magic and Meaning. 



Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 4to.; price ds. 6ct 
cloth; 4s. 6d, coloured. 

" Cleverly written, abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcates so pnre a moral, that 
we must pronounce him a very fortimate little fellow, who catches these * Tales of Magic,* 
as a windiall from ' The Christmas Tree'." — Athenaum. 
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Peter Parley's Fagots for the Fire Side ; 

Or, Tales of Fact and Fancy. Twelve Illiistrations. New Edition. 

Fcap. 8yo.; 3«. 6d,, cloth; is. 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A new book hj Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, wherever the 
Bntdish language Is spoken and read. He has a happy method of conyeying information, 
wlme seeming to address himself to the imagination/' — The CrUie, 

Letters from Sarawak, 

Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of the Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Life among the Natives. By Mrs. M'Douoall. Fourth 
Thousand, with Illustrations. 38, 6d. cloth. 
" All is new, interesting, and admirably told."— C%urcA and State Gazette. 

Kate and Eosalind ; 

Or, Early Experiences. By the author of '* Quicksands on Foreign 
Shores,'' etc Fcap. 8vo, 3«. 6d. cloth; As, gilt edges. 

*' A book of unnsual merit. The story is exceedingly well told, and the characters are 
drawn with a freedom and boldness seldom met with. —CAurcA of England Qtiarterfy. 

** The Irish scenes are of an excellence that has not been surpassed since the best days 
ofMissEdgeworth."— ^fiafer'« Magazine. 

Clarissa Donnelly ; 

Or, The History of an Adopted Child. By Geraldinb E. 

Jbwsbuht. With an Illustration by John Absolon. Fcap. 8vo, 

39.6(2. cloth; As, gilt edges. 

'*With wonderftil power, only to be matched by as admirable a 8implicity,lfiss Jewsbury 
has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of pm^MMe, for simple, nervous writing, 
and for artistic oonstniction, it is one of the most valuable works of uie day."-^«kly « 
Companion. 

The Discontented Children ; 

And How they were Cured. By M. and £. Kibbt. Illustrated 

by H. K. Bbowkb (Phiz.). Third edition, price 2s, 6d. cloth; 

Ss. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

**We know no better method of banishing 'discontent * fW>m school-room and nnrseiy 
than by introducing this wise and clever stoxy to their inmates."— ^Ir^ Journal, 

The Talking Bird ; 

Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. By M. and 
E. Kibbt. With Illustrations by H. E. Brownb. Second Edition. 
Price 2s, 6d, cloth; 3s, Qd, coloured, gilt edges. 

Julia Maitland; 

Or, Pride goes before a FaU. By M. and E. Kibbt. Illustrated by 
Absolon. Ptice2f. 6d, cloth; 3s, 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 

" It is nearly snch a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the same tlieme.**— 
The Press, 



COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

• 

Each with Sizteen large Coloured Plates, price 2«. 6c/., in fancy boards, 

or mounted on cloth, Is. extra. 

Picture Fables. 

Written and Illustrated by Alfred Cbowquill. 

The Careless Chicken; 

By the Babon Krakkmsides. By Alfred Crowquill. 

Funny' Leaves for the Younger Branches. 

By the Baron Keakbmsides, of Burstenoudelafen Castle. Blustrated 
by Alfred Crowquill. 

Laugh and Grow Wise; 

By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen large coloured 
Flates. Price 28, 6d, fancy boards; or 3«. 6d. mounted on cloth. 



The Remarkable History of the House that Jack 

Built. Splendidly Blustrated and magnificently Illuminated by The 
Son of a Genius. Price 2s. infancy cover, 

*' Magnificent in suggestion, axkd most comical in expression 1 " — Athenteum, 

A Peep at the Pixies ; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. Author of '* Life of 
Stothard," "Trelawny," etc. With Illustrations by Phiz. Super- 
royal 16mo, price 3«. 6fi{. cloth; 4^. ^d, coloured, gilt edges. 

"A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfiilly described by Mrs. Bray, is a 
treat. Her linowledge of the locality, her affection for her subject, her exquisite feeling 
for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have given a fresnness to the little volume 
we did not expecu The notes at the end contain matter of interest for all who feel a 
desire to Imow the origin of such tales and legends."— ^r^ Joumat, 

A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 

The Favourite Picture Book ; 

A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by 
J. Absolon, H. K. Browmb (Phiz), J. Gilbert, T. Landseer, 
J. Leech, J. S. Prout, II. Weir, etc. New Edition. Royal 4to., 
bound in a new and Elegant Cover, price Zs, 6d, plain; 78, 6(2. coloured; 
10«. 6d, mounted on cloth and coloured. 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. By Leonora 
G. Bell. Frontispiece by J. Absolok. Pcap. 8yo, price 28, 6dL doth. 



I 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

Fanny and her Mamma ; 

Or, Easj Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 

tuml Principles into daily practice. Ulustrated by J. Gilbebt. Third 

Edition. 16mo, 2«. 6d. cloth; 3a, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
"A little book In beantiful large clear tjrpe, to suit the capacity of InfiEmt readers, which 
we can with pleasure recommend." — Chrutitm lAuUe^ Magcueine, 

Short and Shnple Prayers, 

For the Use of Young Children. With Hymns. . Sixth Edition. 

Square 1 6mo, Is, cloth. 

*' Well adapted to the capacities of children— beginning with the simplest forms which 

the youngest child may lisp at its mother's knee, and proceeding with those. suited to its 

gradually advancing age. Special prayers, designed Tor particular circumstances and 

occasions, are added. We cordially recommend the book." — ChriaHan Guardian, 

Mamma's Bible Stories, 

For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of very young 
Children. Twelfth Edition, with Twelve Engravings. 2*. 6d. doth; 
S«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

A Sequel to Mamma's Bible Stories. 

Sixth Edition. Twelve Ulustrations. 2«. eJ. cloth, S«. 6</. coloured. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. 

With sixteen Illustrations, by John Gilbert. Snper-royall6mo., 
price 2«. 6(f. cloth ; S«. 6d!. coloured, gilt edges. 
CoKTBNTS. — The History of Joseph — ^History of Moses— History of our 
Saviour — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately : ^d. each, plain; \8» coloured. 



The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 

With Uncle Goodwin's account of it. By Jbffebts Taylor* 
Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo, 3«. 6</. cloth. 
*' A Terr good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, feelings, and intel- 
ligence of young people."— ftftfco/tona/ TimeM, 

Good in Everything ; 

Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mrs. Barwell, 

Author of *• Little Lessons for Little Learners," etc. Second Edition. 

Illustrations by Gilbbrt. 2s. 6d, cloth; 3«. 6 (i., coloured, gilt edges. 

*' The moral of this exquisite little tale will do more good than a thousand set tasks 

abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms."— feiT* Messenger. 
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THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

A Series of Works for the Yonog; each Yolame with an niastration 
by a well-known Artist. Price U, cloth. 

1. THE ^SKDALE HERD BOY. By Lady Stoddakt. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Charles and Mabt Lahb. 

3. THE HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mbs. Tbimmbr, 
. 4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and "IT 

WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSE. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE OF 

NATURE. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of " Always Happy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jefperys Taylor. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

Tlie above may be had Two Volumes bound in One, at Two Shillings cloth. 

Glimpses of Nature ; 

And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight. 
Designed to assist and encourage Young Persons in forming habits of 
obserration. By Mrs. Loudon. Second Edition, enlarged. With 
Forty-one Illustrations. 3s. Gd. doth. 

*< We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of information, con- 
veyed in the most agreeable maimer,*'— LUereay Gazette, 

Tales of School Life. 

By AoNBs Loudon. With Illustrations by John Absolon. Second 
Edition. Royal 16mo, 2s, 6d. plain; 3s, Sd. coloured, gilt edges. 

** TheM reminiflcencefe of school days will be recognised as truthfiil pictiures of every-day 
occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and therefore well suited to those for 
whose perusal it is intended." — Athetueum, 

Kit Bam, the British Sinbad ; 

Or, the Yams of an Old Mariner. By Mart Cowden Cljlbkb, illus- 
trated by Gbobgb Cbuikshank. Fcap. 8vo^ price 3^. Gd. cloth; 
48. gilt edges. 
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The Day of a Baby Boy ; 

A Story for a Young Child. By E. Bergeb. With Illustrations by 

John Absolon. Third Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 2s. 6d. 

cloth; Ss, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" A sweet littie book for the nursery."— CAm^ton Times. 

Visits to Beech wood Farm ; 

Or, Country Pleasures. By Catherine M. A. Couper. Illustrations 
by Absolon. Small 4to, 3s. 6cL, plain; 4«. 6d. coloured; gilt edges. 

Stories of Julian and his Playfellows. 

Written by His Mamma. With Four Illustrations by John Absolon. 
Second Edition. Small 4to., 28. 6d,, plain; 3«. 6d., coloured, gilt edges. 

The Nine Lives of a Cat ; 

A Tale of Wonder. Written and Illustrated by C. H. Bennett 
Twenty-four Engravings, price 2*. cloth; 2*. 6d. coloured. 

" Rich in the quaint humour and fancy that a man of genius knows how to span for the 
enllTenment of children."—£j:afi>m«r. 

Maud Summers the Sightless : 

A Narrative for the Young. Illustrated by Absolon. 3«.6</. cloth; 
4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

London Cries and Public Edifices 

Illustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by Luke Limnkr; with descrip- 
tive Letter-press. Square 12mo, 2s. 6d, plain; 5s. coloured. 

The Silver Swan; 

A Fairy Tale. By Madame db Chatelain. Illustrated by John 
Leech. Small 4to, 2s. 6<f. cloth; Ss. Sd. coloured, gilt edges. 

Always Happy; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. Nineteenth Edition, 
Illustrated by Anelat. Boyal 18mo, price 2^. cloth. 

Anecdotes of Kings, 

Selected from History; or, Gertrude's Stories for Children. With En- 
gravings. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d coloured. 

Bible Illustrations; 

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East, and 
especially Explanatory of the* Holy Scriptures. By the Rev. B. H. 
Draper. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Revised bv Dr. Kitto, 
Editor of " The Pictorial Bible," etc. 3» 6d. cloth. 




Trimmer's (Mrs.) Old Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engravings. 1*. 6rf. cloth. 

Trimmer's (Mrs.) New Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engravings. 1* 6d. cloth. 

The Daisy, 

With Thirty Wood Engravings. Price 1*. cloth. (1^. 6d, coloured.) 

The Cowslip. 

With Thirty Engravings, Is, cloth. (!«. 6d, coloured.) 

History of Prince Lee Boo. 

Price I*, cloth. 

Dissections for Young Children ; 

In a neat box. Price 3s. 6d, each.- 

1. Lives of Joseph and Moses. 3. Mother Hubbabd and Doa. 

2. HisTOST OF Cub Saviour. 4. Life and Death of Cock Robin. 

A Word to the Wise ; 

Or, Hints on the Current Improprieties of Expression in Writing and 

Speaking. By Parry Gwynne. 11th Thousand. 18mo. price 6d. 

sewed, or is, cloth, gilt edges. 

*' All who wiBh to mind their p'« and g's should consult this little volvaae^-^Gei^lemanU 
Magazine. 

The British History briefly told, 

and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the 
English. Embellished with Portraits of the Sovereigns of England in 
their proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 3«. ^d, cloth. 

Chit-chat ; 

Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By the author of "Always 
Happy." New Edition. With Eight Engravings. Price 2*. 6rf. cloth, 
S«. 6a. coloured, gilt edges. 

Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 

By a Mother. With 12 Engravings. 2s. Qd. plain; 3s. Qd, coloured. 

Cosmorama. 

The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the World 
described. By J. Aspin. With numerous Illustrations. 3«.6d. plain; 
and 4s» 6d. coloured. 

Easy Lessons ; 

Or, Leading-strings to Knowledge. New Edition, with 8 Engravings. 
2«. 6d, plain; 2s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 



28 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

Key to Knowledge ; 

Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained. By a 
Mother, Author of <* Always Happy," etc Thirteenth Edition. With 
Sixty lUustrations. 2a. 6d, cloth. 

Facts to correct Fancies ; 

Or, Short Narratiyes compiled from the BicM^raphy o Remarkable 
Women. By a Mothbb. WithEngravings, 3«.6<L plun; 4«.6i. coloured. 

Fruits of Enterprise ; 

Exhibited in the Trayels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nnbia. Fourteenth 
Edition, with six Engrarings by Birkst Fostsb. Price Sm, cloUu 

The Garden; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings by 
SowERBT. 3«. Qd, plain; or 6s. with the Flowers coloured. 

How to be Happy ; 

Or, Fairy Gifts, to which is added a Selection of Moral Allegories. 
With Steel Engravings. Price 3«. 6d. cloth. 

Infantine Knowledge. 

A Spelling and Beadiog Book, on a Popular Plan. With numerous 
Engravings. Tenth Edition. 2«. 6d plain; 3a. 6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

The Ladder to Learning, 

A Collection of Fables, arranged progressively in words of One, Two, 
and Three Syllables. Edited by Mrs. Tbimmbr. With 79 Cuts. Nine- 
teenth Edition. 2a. 6d. cloth. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners. 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Barwbll. Tenth Edition, 
with numerous Illustrations. 2^. 6d. plain; Sa. %d. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Little Reader. 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition with sixteen Plates. 
Price 2a. 6d. cloth. 

Mamma's Lessons. 

For her Little Boys and Girls. Fifteenth Edition, with eight En- 
gravings. Price 2a. 6d. cloth ; 3a. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Mine ; 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours. By the late Rev. Isaao Taylor. 
Sixth Edition, with numerons additions by Mrs. Louook. 45 Woodcuts 
and 16 Steel Engravings. 3a. 6d. cloth. 
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Rhoda ; 

Or, The Excellence of Oiarity. Fourth Edition. With Illustrations. 
16ino, 28, cloth. 

The Students; 

Or, Biographies of the. Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 2«. 6rf. cloth. 

Stories of Edward and his little Friends. 

With 12 Illustrations: Second Edition. 8«, 6d, plain; 4*. 6rf. coloured. 

Sunday Lessons for little Children. 

By Mrs. Bahwell. Fourth Edition. 2s, 6d, plain; 3». coloured. 

kDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

Rhymes of Royalty. 

Tte History of England in Verse, from the Norman Conquest to the 
reign of Queen Victoria; with an Appendix, comprising a summaiy 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo, 23, 6d. cloth. 

True Stories from Ancient History, ' 

Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death 
of Charlemagne. Thirteenth Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mOy 
58, cloth. 

True Stories from Modem History, 

From the Death of Charlemagne to the present Time. Eighth 
Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5«. cloth. 

The Modem British Plutarch ; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the recent History of our Country 
for their Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D. 
Author of **A Manual of Ancient and Modern History," etc. 12mo, 
Second Thousand. 48, 6d, cloth; 58, gilt edges. 
"A work which will be welcomed in any drde of intelligent yonng penonaJ^^-Brilish 
Quarterly Reoiew, 

Harry Hawkins's H-Book; 

Shewing how he learned to aspirate his W*s, Frontispiece hy H. Weir. 

Second Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 6J. 

" No family or school-room within, or indeed heyond, the sonnd of Bow hells, should bo 
without this merry manual." — Art Joumai, 

Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, 

Reyised and brought down to the present time by Mrs. Mh^keb. With 
Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper costume, and Frontispiece 
by Habvet. New Edition in One Volume. 5«. cloth. 
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Stories from the Old and New Testaments, 

On an improved plan. By the Bev. B. H. Daafbb. With 48 En- 
gravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo^ 5s. cloth. 

Pictorial Geography. 

• For the nse of Children. Present! n(^ at one view Illustrations of the 
various Geographical Terms, and thus imparting clear and definite 
ideas of their meaning. On a Large Sheet. Price 28. 6d, in tints; 
58. on Rollers, varnished. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests ; 

Or, The« Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted for Examination 
Purposes, but also suited for general use in Schools. By T. S. Catzeb, 
Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Fourth Edition, 
revised and stereotyped. Price Is. 6d, cloth. 

\* Answers to the above, 1«. 6d. cloth. 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests; 

On the same plan. Second Edition. 8vo., price Ss. 6d. cloth. 
Akswebb to the Algebraical Tests^ price 2«. 6d. cloth. 

Gaultier's Familiar Geography. 

With a concise Treatise on the Artificial Sphere, and two coloured 
Maps, illustrative of the principal Geographical Terms. Sixteenth 
Edition. 16mo, S8. cloth. 

Butler's Outline Maps, and Key; 

Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises; with a Set of Coloured 
Outline Maps; designed for the Use of Young Persons. By the late 
William Butler. Enlarged by the author's son, J. O. Butleb. 
Thirty-fourth Edition, revised. As. 

Every-Day Things; 

Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Substances in common use. Second Edition. 18mo, Is, 6dL 
cloth. 

"A llttteencyclopaedia of uaeftil knowledge, deserving a place in every JuTenile library.** 



Rowbotham's New and Easy Method of Learning 

the FRENCH GENDERS. New Edition. 6rf. ^ 

Bellenger's French Word and Phrase-book. 

Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the Use of* Begin- 
ners. New Edition, 1*. sewed. 
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MARIN DE LA VOYE'S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS. 

Les Jeunes Narrateurs ; 

Oa Petits Contes Moraux. With a Key to the difficult words and 
phrases. Frontispiece. Second Edition. 18mo, 2s. cloth. 
" Written In pure and easy French."— Afonun^' Pott. 

The Pictorial French Grammar ; 

For the Use of Children. With Eighty lilnstrations. Royal J6mo., 
price Is. sewed; Is, 6d, cloth. 



Le Babillard. 

An Amasing Introdaction to the French Language. By a French 
Lady. Seventh Edition. With 16 Illustrations. 2s. cloth. 

Der Schwatzer; 

Or, the Prattler. An amusing Introduction to the German Language, 
on the Plan of ''Le Babillard." 16 Illustrations. 16mo, price 2s. 
cloth. 

Battle Fields. 

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of England as 
the scenes of such Events; with the situation ef the principal Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast of the British Empire. By Mr. 
Wauthibr, Geographer. On a large sheet 3«. 6</.; or on a roller^ 
and varnished, 7s. 6d. 

Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred His- 

TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. PAUL. 
Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. 
By A. T. White. Oblong 8vo, price 1*., sewed. 

The First Book of Geography ; 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 

Young Teacher. By Hugo Reid, author of •* Elements of Astronomy," 

etc. Fourth Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, Is. sewed. 

*' One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we have met with." 
.-.Educational Times. 

The Child's Grammar, 

By the late Ladt Fenk, under the assumed name of Mrs. Lorechild. 
Fiftieth Edition. 18mo, 9d. cloth. 

The Prince of Wales' Primer. 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbbbt. Price 6</., or 1*. Illuminated 
cover, gilt edges. 
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DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS, 

MOUNTED ON CLOTH WITH COLOURED PLATES, 

ONE SHILLING EACH. 



1 Alphabet of Goody Two-Shoes. 

2 Cinderella. 

3 Cock Robin. 

4 Courtship of Jenny Wren. 

5 Dame Trot and her Cat 

6 History of an Apple I^e. 

7 House that Jack built. 



8 Little Rhymes for Little Folks. 

9 Mother Habbard. 

10 Monkey's Frolic. 

11 Old Woman and her Fig. 

12 Fuss in Boots. 

13 Tommy Trip's Museum of 

Birds. 



BY THOMAS DARNELL. 

FABSING SIMPLIFIED: An Introduction and Companion to all 
Grammars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules (with Farsing 
Lessons to each) whereby young Students may, in a short time, be 
gradually led through a knowledge of the several Elementary Farts 
of Speech to a thorough comprehension of the grammatical con- 
struction of the most complex sentences of our ordinary Authors, 
either in Frose or Foetry, by Thomas Dabnell. Frice Is. cloth. 

** Sound in principle, singularly felicitous in example and illustration, and though brief, 
thoroughly exhaustive of the subject. The boy who will not learn to parse on Mr. 
Damdl's plan is not likely to do so on any other.— Morning Pott. 



GEORGE DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

The attention of all interested in the subject of Education is inyited to 
these Works, now in extendve use throughout the Kingdom, prepared by 
Mr. George Darnell, a Schoolmaster of many years' experience. 

1. COFT BOOKS. — A short and certain road to ▲ Good Hand- 

writing, gradually advancing from the Simple Stroke to a superior 
Small-hand. 

Large Fost, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbers, to which are added Three Supplementary 

Numbers of Angular Writing for IJadies, and One of Ornamental Hands. 

Frice 3d. each. 

*«* This series may also be had on very superior paper, marble covers, 4d. each. 

** For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy Books. I hare 
noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been used.'* — Report of Mr. Mojfe 
{National Sociefy*i Organizer ofSehoob) to the Woroetter Dioct§an Board of EmuuMtion* 

2. GBAMMAB^ made intelligible to Children, price Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Children, price Is. 6d. cloth. 

%* Key to Parts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. READING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 

WBltTHXIHBn, LEA AKD CO.f CinCUS PLACE, FIKBBrRT CinCITS. 



